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I: Missed the Bus 


| could see the buses, packed full of kids pulling away from 
the campground. | stood on the bluff watching the dust trail 
of the buses waft across the desert. They couldn't see me 


waving nor hear my shouts blown away by the constant 
winds of the Arizona desert. 


| was alone, 14 years old and abandoned at sunset 40 miles 
out in desert. | kinda knew what had happened. | was late, 
very late. I'd wandered off from the Boy Scout camp earlier 
in the day. | wanted to find some rocks, maybe some 
arrowheads or a piece of a meteor. | had found some 
interesting rocks, but no arrowheads or meteor. I'd gotten a 
little further out than | expected and tried to hurry back. OK, 
it was a lot further out than | thought.. distance can be very 
deceptive in the desert. 


They had to leave, it was the last day of the camp, they had 
to get the other kids back to their parents. | suspected they 
intended to send out a search party or something for me.. 
but it would be at least 4 hours, | guessed before they could 
get here. It would be dark a lot sooner than that, and cold 
this time of year. It was springtime, so the weather was 
temperate during the day and arctic a night. One could see 
glistening frost on the cacti needles in the first morning 
light. 


It seemed to me that they could have left one grownup 
behind, or a picnic basket or something. | checked the camp 
and like good "Boy Scouts" the only thing they left behind 
were footprints. There was nothing, not even a tiny piece of 
paper .. as if they hadn't even been here at all. | kinda 
wanted to find some paper to burn to start a campfire. 
There's no trees in the desert and the dry brush burns up in 
seconds. There really isn't anything to build a decent fire 
with unless one finds trash blown by the wind or brings 
some wood chunks with them. 


This camp out had been for the higher ranking Scouts, a 
Jubilee. One had to be a First Class Scout or higher to go to 


this camp. Troop 141 was a very large and very good troop, 
and my group. There had been many elite Scouts from many 
Troops at this Jubilee. I'm sure they spent the day cleaning 
up the area from all trash, while | was out collecting rocks. 


| was a good scout, although it doesn't seem like it. | was an 
Eagle Scout and Order of the Arrow.. | was one of the 
youngest Eagles ever, they said. That's cause | loved the 
Scouts and worked hard to get my badges and ranks. 


| believed in the Scout law and practiced the principles of 
Scouting like a religion. So, | was "prepared”.. sorta. 


I'd taken a day pack with me, mostly to have something to 
carry the rocks back with. I'd packed some beef jerky, had 
my canteen, couple of candy bars..somewhat melted but 
edible. | ate them immediately, I'd need the sugar to dash 
about and make a quick camp with the fast fading light. | 
had my compass, scout knife, my ax, matches, basic first aid 
kit, snakebite kit, harmonica and flashlight. I'd also carried 
my windbreaker with me. A windbreaker can be a suitable 
“sun shade" in a pinch and as a shield against a sudden dust 
storm. Wish I'd brought my Indian blanket instead of the 
harmonica, but | wasn't going to be gone "that" long. 


| also had a couple of things for my "science" adventure. A 
magnet for testing meteors to see if they are iron. A 
magnifying glass, a good one , for seeing details in a stone. | 
also had a pocket "telescope/microscope".. one could switch 
it from one to the other quite simply by which end one looks 
through. It was a Johnson/Smith mail order wonder. Included 
in that order from Johnson/Smith was the infamous "spy 
camera" one could get for a dollar.. this was also with me, 
although unused and no flash. 


| was wearing my Scout uniform, a hearty khaki. My 
“woggle", what scouts call a neckerchief slide, was a buffalo 
bone carved into a Panther head. It was white. I'm half- 
white, the other half is Chiricahua Dad was white, mostly 
Dutch ancestry, and Mom mostly Apache, because of that | 
look more "white" than the other kids in Parker Arizona 
where Mom and | live with the CRIT, Colorado River Indian 
Tribe. 


Parker is an interesting little town. It's quite historical, old 
west style wooden walkways, swinging doors on the saloons 
and very very small. It's actually an Indian Reservation but 
looks more like an Old West Ghost Town. Which it kinda is. 


Parker has plenty of folks living there and many more 
visiting or passing thru on their way to Yuma or Phoenix. The 
whole place is about 6 miles or so.. maybe more on the map 
but not where there are buildings. The train tracks run along 
side town and are active, busy every day. 


The Colorado River narrows a great deal this far south and 
runs along side the town. Cross the bridge, a foot bridge or 
one car at a time, and one is in California. Crossing the 
Colorado River is best done on the bridge, it may be a short 
crossing but the water is very fast on the downside of the 
Parker dam. Parker is where Wyatt Earp "retired" to after his 
days of Marshaling, so it's got that for fame and why they 
keep everything "historical". Well, at least the "downtown" 
area. The wooden raised walkways and swinging saloon 
doors were just like they had been when Marshall Earp 
walked them. There is a market, a little more modern.. a little 
restaurant, actually a truck stop/gas station that we all 
“hang out at". It's the most exciting place in town. We do 
have a movie theater but it's been closed for years. 


Mom and | didn't always live in Parker. We started on the 
other side of the state at the White Mountain Apache 
Reservation. It's in the mountains, has trees and animals.. 
not like this desert at all. It's taken me a bit to adapt to the 
desert. | do like it, and I've gotten used to it..but, | still miss 
“home”. 


Back home, in White Mountain, is where grandfather is. He 
called me "Kachina Puma" meaning Spirit Cougar, "Kachi" 
for short. He says that a Mountain Lion screamed the night | 
was born and that the "Spirit of the Lion" is my guide in life. 
Grandfathers tell old tales, cause their old, | guess. 
Grandfather is very old, in his 90's, long white hair he no 
longer braids or ties back. He still stands tall and straight. 
Everyone calls him "Grandfather" although his real name is 
"Os". Odd names seem to run in my family, some sort of 
peculiar tradition. | haven't been let in on the "joke" if there 
is one. 


The Mexican kids call me "Blanco Gatto", White Cat.. the 
kids in Parker just call me "Whitey". | think all the nicknames 
are better than my real name, Amun Ra Horn.. go figure. My 
friends call me "Ray", their version of my middle name. My 
parents were "hippies", for awhile. They tell me, "You should 
be grateful we didn't name you Pepsi or Moondust". Instead 
of some recognizable nomenclature they named me after an 
Egyptian "King of the gods". It could be worse, but I can't 
imagine how. 


The sun went down quickly. The usual brilliant display of 
oranges, purples, and reds blazoned the evening sky. | 
paused to absorb the sunset extravaganza as was my 
custom. It's a breathtaking show as the colors play across 
the clouds, rays of sunlight piercing the openings like a laser 
light show always captures my attention. 


Then, dark.. like the light being switched off as the sun 
dropped below the horizon leaving only a moment of ghostly 
color fluttering in the haze before blackness settled in. 


| was prepared for the dark. I'd had some good fortune in 
finding a reasonable quantity of burnable brush, some 
mesquite and a few dry creosote branches. Rocks for a quick 
fire pit was easy. The scouts had scattered their fire pits in 
the name of good conservation. The rocks from those pits 
were nearby and easy to spot. | only had to wait for a few 
hours so | didn't need much to keep me amused while | 
waited. | had enough for a whole night. A little more than | 
needed since | had nothing to cook and nothing to cook 
with. The beef jerky slab was holding me well as | stripped a 
few more pieces off, chowed them down and called it 
"dinner". 


The fire was entertaining enough. It snapped and crackled 
with the desert brush. Color changed in the flames as the 
different branches caught and glistened with embers of 
blue, orange, yellow and flashes of red when one or the 
other popped in the fires heat. The erratic light reflected off 
the rocks surrounding the fire. Flickers of light danced 
around the nearby desert making it look like the Joshua 
trees were swaying in the shadows. My campfire was the 
only light for miles in the open night. | was sure there would 
be no problem finding me. 


The first cool breezes of the evening were a comfort as | sat 
by the fire watching its entrancing show. | poked at the 
embers with a branch sending sparks flying into the night. 
That seemed like a bad idea, in case an ember landed ona 
dry sage and set the whole desert on fire. I'd be in a bad 
place. | sat back against a large boulder I'd chosen to build 
my fire near. Something to lean against and rest a bit. | took 
off my boots and socks to let them and my feet air out after 
the days hike. | hung the socks over the branch of a nearby 
Yucca. 


Fortunately the ground around here was fairly clear of 
stickers and such because of the large number of kids that 
had just been here. Even the ground was more sand and 
dust than rock for the same reason. Those tents and 
sleeping bags inspired the scouts to make their ground more 
comfortable. | stretched out a bit upon the earth. | took out 
the harmonica and made some sounds with it. Trying to 
blend a chord with the delicate sounds made by breezes 
playing with the fire. After awhile of making sounds with the 
harp | ended with something that was almost musical. When 
| stopped a coyote in the distance answered. It was good to 
know that | wasn't really alone at all. 


A couple of hours had passed according to my watch without 
me really noticing. Idle amusements had kept me occupied 
sufficiently to not notice the passing of time. Now the 
evening chill was beginning to set in. | put my jacket on 
which helped a little. The stars were beginning to twinkle in 
the canopy of space above me. With the fading flames of the 
fire down to just glittering embers | felt like a single dot in 
an endless universe. Nothing around me but dark and stars 


stretched out as far as the eye can see in any direction. 
Nothing to separate me from the constellations that curved 
across the void above me. The desert was lit by only 
starlight. It was a light bluish reflected tinge on everything 
my acclimated eyes seemed to see. Light so faint that | 
couldn't be sure if | was seeing the desert or remembering it. 


The silence was deafening. The fire had ceased crackling 
and barely glowed. Nothing but the occasional sound of the 
air made my thoughts sound like shouting. In fact, my 
thoughts seemed so loud that | couldn't make sense of 
them. | wasn't "thinking" about anything.. | wasn't hearing 
anything nor actually seeing anything. 


| was in an alien dimension, alone..a zone of nothingness. | 
wearied of trying to do things my mind and body expected 
to do, like hear and see or think. | drifted into an odd sleep. 
It wasn't as much a sleep as being absorbed into this body 
of comforting nothingness, of "non-existence". I've heard 
since then that great mystics spend a lifetime working to 
achieve this "zen" state. I'd done it in a few hours alone in 
the desert. 


The cold of the night intruded into my unconsciousness 
bringing me awake and shivering. | felt surprising rested 
even invigorated. | snapped on my flashlight, clipped to my 
belt, looked at my watch. 


The radium dots on the dial glowed in the dark for a bit 
indicating it was about Midnight. That was odd, | thought, | 
should have been rescued by now. Didn't take much effort to 
get a new fire going and soon | was warming my hands on 
the bright blaze. 


The fire was more of comfort than a warmth. The sharp dry 
cold of the desert was barely affected by my tiny candle of 


flame. It was enough to keep my fingers warm and | was 
grateful for that. It was "uncomfortably" cool, but nothing 
even close to life threatening, frostbite blizzard such as has 
happened to folks in the past who have gotten trapped or 
lost in the mountains. | remembered some of the tales I'd 
been told about the White Mountain area and adventures of 
those who had braved them in the winters. | was thankful 
that my "adventure" was nothing more than a night of dark 
and chilly. lt was somewhere in these rambling thoughts that 
it occurred to me that my "adventure" was getting to be 
longer than anticipated. "Where were they?", "Why hadn't 
they found me?", .. 


| tried to think, but that wasn't my long suit at the moment. | 
mostly just came up with new questions. | thought that 
perhaps they decided to wait till daylight to come find me. 
That didn't make much sense even as | thought of it. To 
leave a child alone in the desert all night without a search 
team would be unheard of in the 50's. Just didn't seem like 
the "right" answer to me. Maybe they got lost, thought I. 
That made less sense than anything else. They knew where 
this place is .. it's not hidden..there''s a well used dirt road 
that leads right to it. It's a designated Scout Camp.. used 
every year. | was sure they could find it day or night. | sorta 
knew where | was. | was fairly certain that 50 miles due west 
would get me to the Colorado River. After that, "civilization" 
can't be far away if | hadn't already stumbled onto it. | knew 
there were some old Ghost towns around in one direction or 
another. Some old mines and other historical sites. | knew | 
was west of Kingman, North of Phoenix, South of the Grand 
Canyon and East of the Colorado River. | figured it would be 
50 to 100 miles to find a phone in any direction. None of 
that figuring was doing me any good. It was dark and the 
only thing to do was wait here. | determined that IF | had to 
walk out of the desert that | would head west.. toward the 
river, toward water no matter how far off course | was north 


or south. | had water, for now. One canteen of water isn't 
enough for a 50 mile hike. | wasn't looking forward to the 
prospect.. 


Morning comes soon enough and sharp enough in the 
Arizona desert. All | really had to do was stay put, stay warm, 
and wait for the morning sun. 


| was working on cuddling up with my boulder friend when | 
heard something. It wasn't much of a something, almost just 
a shift in the breeze or branches brushing each other. Yet, in 
the silence, it stood out. | listened, not moving in order to 
preserve my heat.. "conservation of energy", as it were. Then 
| heard another something. | couldn't be sure if it was the 
Same sound or a new one. It was another something almost 
like a single breath yet different somehow, closer | think. My 
little brain connects a few quick dots. There is something 
that breathes nearby and it's moving. The "something" is 
also very quiet, as in stealthy quiet. Silently | realized there 
was a good chance | was being stalked by a something. A 
small twinge of fear sparked inside me. | dismissed it quickly. 
There are very few creatures in the desert that are much of 
threat to a human. Coyotes tend to be too shy. Jackrabbits 
aren't dangerous and rattlers are hunting mice. There area 
few rare badgers, tortoises, lizards and such but none of 
them are a threat either. It seemed to me that whatever it 
was , it wasn't a threat. Odds are it was a jackrabbit hopping 
by. There was no need to move, my plan of sleeping thru the 
cold till morning could proceed. | relaxed against my rock 
tucked up against myself so that only my back was chilled 
by the night air. Not bad without a sleeping bag and | felt 
myself beginning to blend into the night. 


"Thunk", my head hit the ground. My day pack had been 
under me, sorta an uncomfortable pillow. It had been pulled 
from under me. The sliver of a moon had come out during 


my sleep and in the glimmer of light | saw the shadow of a 
coyote dash away from me. It had been startled by my 
sudden movement and had dropped the pack as it ran off 
just an arms reach away from me. It must have been after 
the beef jerky. | could still hear it's running paws on the sand 
when suddenly it yelped and squealed like a dog hit by a 
car. Alarmed, | squinted into the darkness toward the sound 
pointing my flashlight in that direction. There was a fleeting 
puff of dust blown away by the breeze and the silence 
returned ,somewhat ominously, as if nothing had happened. 
| retrieved my pack and decided to stay awake for the rest of 
the night. | was stiff from the cold and sleeping against a 
rock anyway. Up and moving around would be warmer and 
safer. So, I'm a little tired when rescue gets here.. I'm sure 
they'll understand if | doze on the ride home. 


Once again, | rebuilt the fire. | put my socks back on, 
pleased with myself for having gathered as many burnables 
as | had. The extra sticks was turning out to be a saving 
grace. | congratulated myself, undeservedly, for having such 
fine foresight. | laughed a little to myself and prodded the 
fire just to see the sparks flutter about. | followed them with 
my eyes assured that each one went out before poking the 
flames again. The sport amused me til | noticed something 
while following one of the sparks. | saw a pair of sparks 
already out in the desert. Faint matching sparks reflecting 
the tiny bit moonlight. | realized that those were eyes. | 
didn't know who's or what's eyes. | could tell immediately 
from the glimpse that, "it's bigger than a bunny". | checked 
my watch by the firelight as if it had an answer to the 
mystery. It didn't know what was out there either. Just after 4 
am is what | did see. This night was starting to get kinda 
long. | poked at the fire absently attempting to sense the 
night as some undiscovered primal instincts reached out 
into the ethos to touch whatever lifeform was near. 


A tingling sensation tickled the nape of my neck. Fine hairs 
stood on end as the sensation filtered to my spine. It was 
fear..fear of the unknown, and something more, an 
awareness of danger. 


There was something tangible about the danger. | could feel 
it's authenticity as if | could touch it. My senses shifted to 
some kind of higher, almost cosmic level. Like some form of 
internal radar | sensed that the danger was moving, circling. 
| heard nothing, | saw nothing, but! "knew". | also knew it 
was alive. | knew that it was focused on me, studying me. | 
couldn't see it, | couldn't hear it, | only knew it was "there". 
The cloud of primal sensing lifted as a logical thought from 
the brain intruded with a plan of action. 


In that instant | understood many deep things about how 
our minds and instincts have worked together for the 
survival of the species. At this moment my "fight or flight" 
instincts are on full alert. It was the brain that made a 
choice. The thought seemed forced in. As if, it had to 
interrupt the sensing to be heard. "Flashlight", it was a one 
word, a one thought intrusion but enough to bring me to 
action. | fired the flashlight like a weapon in the direction my 
senses had said the danger was. 


The light split the night as it slammed into the big brilliant 
eyes of a great cat less than 3 yards away crouched as if to 
pounce. The cat screamed a piercing cry that shredded the 
silence of the night striking terror within my being that shot 
straight to my heart. My heart pounded as if to break from 
my chest as my brain screamed single words full of 


understood meaning, "Panther!", "Cougar!", "Puma!". Each 
word carried a full comprehension of what that cat is and 
what it's capable of, what it was probably doing just a 
moment ago. What seemed to be at the speed of light the 
great cat spun in the dirt throwing a cloud of dust around it 
as it shot into the expanse of black it had appeared from. 
The silence descended again as the dust cloud wafted away 
sparkling in my beam of light as it went. | realized that I'd 
seen this once before. | stared, frozen in place, my breathing 
Short..rapid..barely functioning. The pounding of my heart 
was physically painful. My arms tingled holding the light, my 
knees wobbled as if they had become jello. 


| had a gleaned a deep understanding of what had 
happened to the coyote. | knew that "death" was still out 
there. That the whisper of it's silent paws could return at any 
time. | had to be awake. | had to be alert. | had to gather my 
wits, if any to be had, and use that human intelligence to 
make it thru the night alive. 


It seemed totally illogical to me that the panther had been 
hunting me. If it had already had a coyote supper, it 
shouldn't be interested in a human child. I'd read about 
cougars, a little. At this point | wish | had read more, had 
more than just a childfs fanciful version of these legendary 
animals. That was part of what my brain was sorting out. 
How much of what I'd been told, heard, read, or learned 
about Mountain Lions was legend and how much was useful 
information, right now. Another point | had to consider is 
that "Mountain Lions" should be in the mountains.. this is a 
desert. "Why was it here?", the mountains were a long ways 
away. There's no sheep or antelope, what brought the lion so 
far out?. | wasn't getting any answers to these questions 
from what | already knew. 


| kept one hand on my flashlight for a quick draw. | listened 
intently to the void for | knew that the cat was almost as 
silent as the night itself. If it was to return | would be lucky 
to get any kind of warning unless I'm very alert. | was very 
alert, tense actually, as | began to invent answers. 


Maybe this isn't a "mountain" lion.. maybe it's a "desert" lion 
and only eats coyotes. That didn't work.. | feared for a 
moment that maybe it had rabies and was a crazy lion. That 
was not a comforting thought. Crazy lions are harder to 
predict and more resistant to being frightened away. 


| kept my fire blazing, burning thru my stock rather quickly. | 
calculated the rate of blaze with the presumed time of 
sunrise and figured | had just enough to make it. 


After a few minutes of actually breathing at a more normal 
rate | found an encouraging thought or two. First, was that 
sunrise was probably only an hour, maybe two away. | didn't 
have long to wait before | would be "safe", probably even 
from crazy lions in the light of the blazing desert sun. 
Second, that the lion probably wasn't crazy. It seemed 
properly frightened by my flashlight. It screamed and ran 
away almost as terrorized as | was. | might have scared it as 
much as it scared me. | didn't believe it possible for 
anything to be as scared as | was, so | hardly believed that. 
What | did find believable was that it might have been 
scared enough to want to stay away from me. That let me 
relax a little more. | maintained my vigilance but not quite 
as intently. 


| let the fire die down just a bit. Partly to make seeing into 
the distance a little easier and partly because | was tired. My 
bones seemed to feel the tension from the cold and abrupt 


terror. | didn't feel like moving much so was just a little lax at 
feeding the flames. Yet, my fear factor remained high 
enough that | couldn't let the flames disappear altogether. | 
imagined creating some kind of torch | could wave at the 
lion if it returned. It seemed to me that if the Frankenstein 
monster is afraid of fire the half-crazed cougars should be 
too. 


| began counting time as | shivered from cold and fear. It did 
about a half-hour of that before | looked at the watch. It was 
only 5 am. It felt like hours had gone by, but it hadn't. Time 
had stopped it seemed. This night was never going to end. | 
despaired a bit at still having another hour or two before 
sunrise. | wasn't sure | was going to be able to stay awake. 
My eyes hurt, from straining into the night and staring into 
the flames. | thought that with the sunrise | could nap. The 
ground would warm. The Puma would be away. | told myself 
"it'll all be OK when the sun comes up, hang in there". 


| sat with my back to my boulder with my knees curled up to 
my chest. I'd stretched the jacket over my knees to hold my 
body warmth in. The jacket was actually too short to make 
that trick work very well but the effort to maintain it kept me 
awake. | rocked slightly like a clock ticking time as the fire 
sputtered before me. | imagined stretching out upon the 
warm sand. | fantasized that the earth would warm as soon 
as it was kissed by the morning sun. | imagined | saw a glow 
on the horizon from a rising sun. It was the moon 
disappearing for the day and taking its reflective glow with 
it. The night pitched into black again, the fire fluttered out. 
The darkness just before the dawn is a pervasive emptiness 


where all is still. Where life seems stopped as if holding its 
breath, waiting for that touch of the sun to breath again. 


| held my breath with the dawn. Nothing moved, not a sound 
as the faintest glimmer of morning light shifted the black to 
a deep purple. Such a small shift it seemed to be a trick of 
the eye. Swiftly the horizon brightened turning a dark violet 
before bursting into shafts of light racing across the desert 
floor. The plants hugged the ground raising their branches 
to the light. Long shadows blended together obscured the 
landscape as evaporating dew misted upwards in a low 
hanging cloud. From waist up the sky was clear, a grim violet 
as the canopy of sky brightened. From waist to toe the faint 
vaporous cloud seemed colored to match the sky and filled 
the horizon. Earth and sky divided by a nebulous fog 
seemed profound, even prophetic as if to notify me that the 
world would never be the same again no matter how the 
impending day proceeded. 


The Sun cracked the morning sky with such brilliance it 
seemed audible. My eyes strained as shafts of yellow beam 
pierced to my retina leaving little dancing dots floating 
before me. | squinted and slithered to the shadow side of my 
rock. That helped. The long shadow covered me like a 
blanket. The Sun gleamed oranges and yellows with wisps of 
red streaks blistered beneath the morning clouds. The bright 
star of day seemed to be racing upwards. | could swear | 
actually saw it moving as it's heat rays warmed the desert 
rapidly. 


As the warmth crept over me still clutched in the cool 
shadow of my boulder my muscles began to relax. | hadn't 
realized how tense I'd been holding them until that moment. 
| was suddenly very tired. My eyes were tired and strained. 
My bones seemed chilled as my body began to warm 


internally. | could feel my blood flowing again in my 
fingertips. 


The sound of my own relaxed breathing ,like a lullaby, 
drifted me to sleep with barely a thought. | only remember 
thinking | could rest a bit at last. That rescue could wake me 
up when they got here. My adventure was over. With those 
comforting thoughts, safe and warm | merged with the Earth 
once again into a deep needed respite. 


Il: Daylight in the Desert 


| woke up hot. It was warm, very warm. My shadow was gone. 
| was baking in the open sun, sweating under my jacket and 
uniform. There was something else too. | could feel a weight 
pressing down on me. As | moved my head dust poured 


down my face. | snorted the dust and got up tossing my 
jacket off as | rose. Dust flowed off me as | stood. I'd been 
buried in it. There must have been a dust storm while | slept. 
I'd missed the whole thing. | peeled off my shirt, shook the 
dust off it then hung it on the Yucca tree. | brushed, patted 
and de-dusted myself, my pants and hair before reaching for 
the canteen. The water was still cool and refreshing. | was 
astonished that it had stayed cool in what seemed like 80 
plus degrees out here. Then | remembered that it too had 
been buried and insulated from the heat. My good fortune, 
for the moment. 


After a refreshing drink | wet my kerchief and wiped my face. 
The moisture felt invigorating in the heavy breeze blowing 
across the landscape. That same wind made the dry heat 
bearable, almost comfortable. My sweat worked like a 
Swamp cooler. My body cooled quickly. It was quite 
refreshing after emerging from my cocoon of dust. 


| glanced down at my watch, brushed the dust off the crystal 
and noted it was a little after 4 pm. Something was not right, 
| thought. | spotted the dusty lump of my day pack and 
dusted it off while looking around the empty desert. There 
should be a cloud of dust from an approaching vehicle if 
there was one out there. That was what was wrong. There 
wasn't anyone out there.. and there wasn't anyone here.. the 
grownups shoulda been here by now. This was all very very 
wrong. 


| stared at the empty expanse of dirt in a state of disbelief. 
My brain wasn't absorbing the reality of my situation very 
well. | Knew it was only a few hour till dark again. It looked 
like | might spend another night in the desert. That was 
beyond comprehension. I'd barely survived last nite. Death 
was still "out there".. | didn't think | could do it again. I'd be 
“cat food" before morning. As | stared | noticed something 


else missing. The road was missing. There should be a road.. 
right there and there isn't. That wasn't helping me figure 
anything out. "Where did the road go?". | guessed | might be 
looking the wrong direction so | tried staring in several other 
directions. Each time the same result, no road. 


In a moment | recovered enough to walk over to where | 
thought the road should be and found it. Well, what was left 
of it. There was just brief touches of the trail made by tires 
over time. Like the legend of the sea, the desert had 
reclaimed it's own. The road was so covered by dust as to be 
almost invisible unless right on top of it with a sharp eye for 
a turn of the ground that was somewhat unnatural. Not only 
had the storm buried me but also the guidelines to me. This 
can't be good, | thought. 


| wandered back toward my rock mindlessly gathering some 
sticks as | strolled. "Should | stay here?" | asked myself 
hearing the answer almost simultaneously in my mind, 
"there isn't anywhere else to go”. | hadn't even seen an 
aircraft or heard the sound of anything but the wind. It felt 
like the world had vanished altogether. It felt like there were 
no people left on the planet anywhere. | felt very alone and | 
didn't like it. Now | wished | had brought a radio with me. | 
shoulda brought that crystal radio | had got a merit badge 
for. That's when it came to me that maybe | could make a 
crystal radio! 


There are a lot of crystals in the desert. If | looked, | should 
be able to find one that would work. | scrounged around in 
the dust for a bit and found a suitable little piece of crystal. 
It seemed like whatfs called a "television rock". The rock 
when polished allows transference of whatfs on one side to 
be seen on the other side. Happy with my find | headed back 


to the boulder, now my camp, gathering even more sticks as 
| went. | had quite a few sticks again and felt good about 
that. 


Once again the sun was threatening to disappear. | didn't 
have much time to decide how to best make use of the 
remaining light. | still had a half a canteen of water. That 
was fortunate since | hadn't been conservative. | had just 
been too cold to be thirsty, then slept thru the heat of the 
day had left me with enough water supply for another night. 
| was thinking, still not truly accepting that | would spend 
another night in the desert, that It would be nice to sleep 
thru the night, to kill the time and conserve resources. My 
only food was the slab of beef jerky, more of a thick strip 
after my mindless munching earlier. | stripped another 
chunk of the jerky and ate it. 


The jerky was doing good, and | was glad to have it. | also 
wanted something more substantial to bite into, like a 
cheeseburger was starting to sound real good. | pushed that 
from my mind, reminding myself that surely a cheeseburger 
would be possible, tomorrow. 


"Tomorrow", that word brought me up. That was a something 
that was also very far away. The idea of facing the wall of 
night again petrified me. | couldn't think, or remember, 
"surely there was something I've learned that would be 
useful". Whatever it was didn't appear and trying to force it 
didn't help. 


| clarified that | had nothing but a crystal to build a crystal 
radio with no wire, no connectors, not even an iron nail or 
bread tie or something tube like. | laughed at myself a little 


for even having such a foolish idea. In that silent laugh | 
could hear a slight tinge of despair. | was beginning to 
realize that | was "out of my league". The desert had taken 
many who had come before me leaving only mystery or 
bones. | was on the verge of becoming one or the other 
myself. If the cougar takes me they might never find the 
body. If the desert takes me I'll be just bones picked clean by 
the scavengers of the desert. 


Again, there was nothing to do but brave the night once 
again. If | was brave enough to make it thru. | had an almost 
happy thought. | didn't have to be "brave" at all! | could be 
the biggest coward the Earth has ever seen and no one 
would ever know! All | "really" had to do is be alive in the 
morning again. Sounded so simple when | thought of it like 
that. The mountain lion probably wandered back to the 
mountains by now, | counseled myself. There's a very good 
chance that there is no real threat so | should be able to 
"sleep". That was my grand plan.. to sleep, to wait, to avoid 
the chill of night with unconsciousness. It seemed like a 
"dreamy" plan. | was kinda looking forward to it. | knew | had 
to be very tired to make it work. | needed to be tired enough 
to "surrender" to sleep even as the cold chided me to stay 
awake. That didn't sound hard to do. I'd had a sleep, but it 
was hardly the comfy bed in my room at home. 


| knew that there really wasn't anything to do. | had all | was 
going to have. Building a "shelter" wasn't possible. | didn't 
have enough materials to even consider that, nor enough 
time to construct a something from desert twigs. That wasn't 
going to happen. Tomorrow, if | hadn't been rescued | would 
need to consider moving to a more secure location. | 
couldn't imagine in the flat landscape before me where that 
place would be. 


As the sun seemed to be taking it's time setting this 
evening, giving me time to ponder that | didn't really want. | 
didn't want to think about my situation cause that would be 
admitting that | had a situation to think about. | couldn't 
stop myself. | was a bit scared of the upcoming night. 


The cougar had done more than startle me, it had shook my 
self-confidence. It had thrown at me something | was totally 
unprepared for. | felt vulnerable. 


The memory of a night of shivering made my bones ache in 
sympathy of the recall. Most of the things | had with me 
weren't of much use. This was a desert, nothing really to 
chop with the ax. 


The pocket knife was a comfort to have but no real need for 
it either, nothing to cut. | looked at the knife, as if it might 
have a suggestion. | marveled for a moment on some of the 
things I'd hadn't used yet.. like the corkscrew, didn't 
imagine I'd find a bottle of wine that needed opened. The 
matches, which | had quite a few of , were saving the day 
and the night. 


| had a deeper appreciation for a tent. Just a cloth against 
the breeze but more important it gave one a sense of place. 
It would be the spot where survival efforts could center 
around. | had my rock, and it was a good rock.. but it wasn't 
a tent.. it wasn't something | could move in to. It was a 
rock..hard, unforgiving and unmoving. However, it was a 
spot. It was my spot. It was that place | returned to after 
scouting the desert. It was the only spot in sight. 


| needed to increase my sight. There was nothing to climb, 
even my rock wasn't tall enough for a higher vantage but | 
did have my microscope/telescope. | switched the lenses 
and scoped the horizon looking for someplace more inviting 


that | might be able to get to. In the brilliance of the setting 
sun | noticed in my scope some dark shadows that rose from 
the flat land. Not very tall, barely noticeable on the horizon. 
They could be hills or bluffs or even mesas from here. They 
represented a break in the landscape, a potential different 
environment with more shade, shelter and fewer cougars. 


Those little ragged sunblocks looked like hope. | would need 
to head toward them in the day where | could see them as | 
traveled. | would need to start moving while | still had water 
to travel with. | didn't even want to think about what 
happens when the jerky runs out. 


| figured | could find some water somehow, more the faith of 
the ignorant than logic but strong enough to keep that from 
being a "fear". My fears were starting to add up. The sun 
dimmed ominously as if to confirm my worries. 


| knew that | was starting to accept that | was lost deep in 
the desert and this wasn't just a fluke, it was a survival test. 
This was a test that if | fail, | die. "Failure is not an option", | 
told myself. Thought | might have heard Dad say that as he 
left Mom and | for the military. | pondered a bit on the 
sequence of events that brought me being alone in the 
desert. If Dad hadn't joined the service we wouldn't be here. 
He was stationed at some "secret" base somewhere nearby 
that either Mom couldn't be on or didn't want to. | wasn't 
sure about that. | Knew Mom wanted to stay in Arizona, not 
change all her ID and everything. She was one of those rare 
native beauties and it was easy to see why Dad tried to 
make it on the rez. 


Dad is white, Dutch and English in fact. He just wasn't a 
good match on the rez. There was no work for anyone and 


the "white guy" would always be the last choice. | 


t was tough times in White Mountain. We lived in a one room 
shack insulated with old newspapers. Our door was a stack 
of blankets that always fluttered in heavy winds or froze stiff 
as a board in the winter. We had a wood stove, an outhouse 
a rattly refrigerator that seemed more like just "fresh" 
storage. It didn't seem to be able to freeze water. 


Food was scarce. We tried 101 versions of rice including 
"plain" or the exotic "plain with margarine". We discovered 
that pancake mix could make all kinds of filling foods that all 
tasted like pancake. Water came from a well pump in the 
yard. It was always fresh clean delicious water. | developed 
an appreciation for "good" water from that. Baths were 
accomplished by heating water on the wood stove and 
pouring into a big wooden tub in the center of the room. 
Then we'd slide it to the door and dump it out in the yard. In 
the winter it would freeze and we'd have to "skate" to the 
outhouse. 


It wasn't like I'd had it easy. It wasn't like I'd never been cold 
or hungry. | remembered those days and reminded myself 
that | was "tough", | could "take it", | could "do this". The last 
twinkles of the suns rays faded into the gray of twilight. | 
watched them go, thinking that was what Dad had done too 
where he was. Parker was close enough to wherever Dad was 
that he could visit. 


That was the plan. It had been year and he hadn't come. 
Mom said that our country needed him and that he'd be 
home soon enough. I'd joined the scouts to break the 
monotony of Parker and to keep myself busy. | also got a 
uniform, like Dad has a uniform.. | kept it sharp in case Dad 
came home, he'd be proud of me. | Knew Mom would be 
worried. | wondered if Dad even knew or had been told that | 


was lost in the desert. There was no way to know. | expected 
that if he had known the entire US Air Force would be out 
looking for me. | was sure he was a General or something 
like that. Some kind of "special agent" like in the Spy 
movies. | sometimes told the other kids that Dad was a spy 
as an answer to why he wasn't around. | hadn't seen or 
heard any jets or even a crop duster. The complete absence 
was eerie. | told myself it was normal this far away from 
civilization. | really didn't Know what "normal" was this far 
out. 


In my own mind | knew | had kind of made my Dad into a 
legend. I'd done it cause | didn't really know what was going 
on and the legend "made sense". Well, it did to me.. and 
some of the other kids too. It was like this desert. All | really 
knew is things | heard. A lot of what I'd heard were legends 
of ancient past. Tales of the 20 mule team and Borax mines. 
Stories of Prospectors looking for silver or gold with burros. 
I'd read "Brighty of the Grand Canyon", but nothing in that 
book was helping. That was about the donkey and the Grand 
Canyon, not so much about the desert. It was about a 
donkey alone in the Grand Canyon which is what | felt like. 


There was history about Indians that lived out here.. 
although | don't know how they did it. | guessed that at one 
time the whole desert had been Apache land. That before 
the Apache there had been the "Anasazi", the "Cliff 
Dwellers". It was ALL legend. Not a thing in those stories that 
| could use to help me. Except for one thing. A LOT of people 
had made it out here in the desert. That meant it could be 
done, and that maybe "I" could do it too. 


| wondered what the ancients would eat out here. 
Rattlesnakes can be food and I'd caught some before, so 
that was an option, if there were any around. That was 
something else.. if there were rattlesnakes they could be 


food, or sudden death. Not my first choice. There were 
bunnies around, usually. Didn't even have a slingshot. The 
sticks out here were useless to attempt to build a bow or 
Spear from. 


| wondered where the ancients got materials for those 
instruments. It seemed to me that all the old stories must be 
fiction cause | hadn't seen any of the things they had. The 
old ones had adobe and pottery.. that takes water.. where 
did they get that? 


The answer to the water question could be an important one 
if | knew what that answer was. It seemed to me that the 
ancient ones must have been gods, cause it would take the 
power of creation to live out here. | snapped on my flashlight 
and made a few quick notes about my epiphany in my 
"science journal". 


The wind never stopped blowing as the darkness settled in. 
It was tough to keep my fire contained as it flickered and 
flared with the winds bluster. | fought with the fire, fussed 
with it, talked to it, coaxed it, focusing my attentions to the 
only sound and other life in the night. The fire was my curse 
and my savior. It was my only light, my only defender and 
the wind threatened to take it away. It was my weapon 
against the cold, and despair. It was the "thing" that | had 
that the animals didn't and | believed were afraid of. They 
were in all the movies, except snakes. Snakes like warm. | 
wondered if snakes liked "fire", or if they could even see it. | 
imagined in the dark even a snake could see the fire. | just 
didn't know if that was good or bad for me. 


The fire and | had managed to fritter away quite a bit of 
time. A bat flapped thru my firelight. The sound of his 


flapping wings got me to look up in time to see a flash of 
him as he absorbed back into the darkness. | could see a few 
sparks of flitting insects attracted by the flames. That meant 
there were bats all around. The more bugs | attracted the 
more bats | was going to get. | probably hadn't noticed last 
night cause the wind was lower, the insects were probably 
further from the flames. Tonight the bugs and the bats will 
be closer. | wasn't sure if | wanted that or not. On one had 
there was life around me. Bats didn't frighten me. Anything 
that eats bugs is a friend of mine. I'm not "anti-bug", but 
bugs have given me more trouble than bats ever have. So, | 
tend to root for the bats. I'm kind of anti-mosquito, who isn't, 
bats eat mosquitoes, so they are my "friend". 


| looked at my watch using the flashlight. It was going on 11 
pm. | felt good about that. I'd passed a lot time in the dark 
hardly even noticing. | took a drink from the canteen casting 
a beam from my little lamp across the land. It was hopeless. 


The darkness sucked the light from my lamp and all | saw 
was zillions of tiny little soarklets everywhere. | knew that 
was fine dust blowing about in the stiff breeze. It was 
invisible in the dark but could be seen in the light. | was also 
breathing the dust. That explained the dryness | felt in my 
nose even after the sun went down. | wet my neckerchief 
and wrapped it around my face as a dust mask. That helped 
with the breathing a bit. | probably should have done that 
earlier when | was blaming the campfire smoke for the dry 
sensation in my nostrils. 


| hadn't heard my cat friend. | hadn't heard anything but the 
wind and crackle of the fire. I'd barely heard the bat that 
flapped just a foot or so from my head. The wind was 
continuous. | imagined having a blanket | could cover my 
head and body with. | found myself huddled as if | hada 
blanket while | watched the fire sputter out. I'd wearied of 


tended it anyway. The wind persisted becoming an 
annoyance now that it was the only diversion. | slithered to 
the leeward side of my boulder grateful for the comparative 
peace that the move provided. Even the air on this side 
seemed less dusty. | was in a little pocket formed by the rock 
splitting the wind driving the dust to either side. | removed 
my kerchief, tucked my arms inside the zipped jacket and 
slunk down with full intent of staying there til morning. 


This time my trick worked. | slept. Nothing woke me. | don't 
know if that's because nothing happened or if | just didn't 
hear it over the wind. | was pretty sure that my little bit of 
jerky wasn't enough to bring another coyote in. Without a 
coyote around the mountain lion probably wasn't around 
either. Snakes, mice, bats, owls and other desert creatures 
tend to be quiet in the night nor are most of them a danger. 
Even the deep chill of the night didn't wake me this time. | 
was probably more tired than | suspected. 


| awoke with the first crack of dawn. | was on the morning 
side of the boulder and eastern light lit the inside of my 
eyelid. | was stiff as | unfolded from the ground. I'd hardly 
moved in the night. Already | could feel the warmth of the 
sun even though everything around was still cold. | knew 
with the air and ground that cold the reptiles wouldn't be 
moving. 


| remembered that snakes and other cold blooded desert 
animals tend to hibernate when it was cold. That meant 
there wouldn't be any snakes to catch for dinner nor would 
they present much of a threat as | walked to where ever | 


was going to go. | knew | would have to go today. There was 
no point in waiting here anymore. If they could have come 
they would have. | couldn't imagine what could possibly 
keep the adults from coming back out to a scout camp and 
picking up the last scout. It was beyond comprehension so | 
didn't waste much time on it. The obvious fact was that | 
was going to have to walk myself out of the desert. 


| couldn't tell how far the outcroppings I'd seen were. | 
guessed 10 to 15 miles. Distance in the desert can be very 
deceiving. They could be as close as 5 miles or even as far 
as 50 miles. | figured if | walked 3 miles an hour I'd should 
be there by early afternoon. | wanted to start soon. To walk 
away from the sun as it rose. Cover as much territory as 
possible before it got too warm to press on. 


My boulder was a gray granite. Using a larger quartz rock | 
scribed an arrow pointing westward by the compass. | also 
gathered a few more quartz rocks, they glitter in the sun, 
and made an arrow on the ground pointing the same 
direction. It was a good scout thing to do to let the rescuers 
know which direction | had headed. That seemed like a 
frivolous precaution since | was convinced they couldn't 
come or they would have by now. | tore a blank back page 
from my science journal and wrote a note explaining the 
outcroppings and what my plan was. | placed the note under 
the forward rock of my ground arrow so that it would flap in 
the breeze. | hoped that it would attract attention in that 
way. From here | could only see the outcroppings with my 
little telescope at sunset. | figured | would be there, or close 
long before sunset. | would be close enough to see them 
without the telescope and could adjust my course then. | 
stood, gathered my bearings, checked my gear, then headed 
west by the compass. 


I'd only taken a couple of steps when | had a desire to 
immortalize my rock in a photograph. The rock that had 
been my companion, protector and comfort for two difficult 
nights. It would be the first picture ever taken with the little 
camera. | was thinking that it would be nice to have a photo 
for "show and tell". | was sure this adventure was going to be 
told to everyone as soon as | had someone to tell it too. | 
stopped, fished out the little camera and took a snapshot of 
camp boulder with the arrow on it. 


The little fire pit featured predominately in the foreground. | 
put the camera away, shouldered my pack and returned to 
my hike as the sky brightened before me. 


| strolled easily for a couple of hours as the day warmed. The 
breeze vacillated between gentle and gusty in a rhythmic 
pattern. The erratic wind was effective at keeping me 
comfortable. | removed my jacket and tied it around my 
waist. Took a drink of still cool water and finished the jerky 
for breakfast. | thought that in a few more hours | would be 
near enough to civilization to find food or at least contact 
with the outside world. Seemed to me that walking on an 
empty stomach wasn't a good idea. The canteen still was 
still a quarter full, but | had a feeling this new exertion was 
going to make conservation harder. | scoped my outcropping 
again. It seemed as far away as ever. | unbuttoned my scout 
shirt to let the breezes fluff the cloth. The flapping cloth was 
a comforting ambient sound to accompany my walk. The 
sound made me feel like | was racing across the ground and 
would arrive at the land of cheeseburgers and milkshakes in 
an instant. 


Cheeseburgers and milkshakes occupied my mind like a 
carrot on a stick. | imagined a dozen different versions of the 


cheeseburger, with mushrooms.. open faced, tomato slices, 
French bread bun, thick juicy with Al sauce, barbequed on 
an open grill. With each imagined burger | could taste the 
flavor in my mouth. The milkshake was a strawberry shake, 
with pieces of real fresh strawberries embedded in it's milky 
froth. | sipped the shake in my mind thru double straws. The 
imagination was so vivid | even imagined a "brain freeze" 
pain. That brought me back to "reality" as | winced 
reflexively to the thought. The sun was high and bright. | 
took off my scout shirt and tied it around my waist. | left my 
sleeveless t-shirt on as a barrier to the sun itself. The t-shirt 
untucked and loose actually seem to help keep me cool, or 
at least keep me from feeling a direct burn. | was doing well 
but | still had a long ways to go. 


The sun rose steadily to it's zenith. Shadows got shorter and 
shorter till there were none. The world before me turned to 
flat 2d landscape of timeless distance. Rocks sparkled with 
reflected light here and there as | moved attracting my eye. | 
keep looking down at the bright ground to reduce the 
brilliance of the landscape before me. | saw many distracting 
little things in the glower of high noon. Bones of small 
animals, mostly birds and mice, dried over time. 


A couple of small birds flew past, | saw their fleeting 
shadows and only glanced up in time to see their little dots 
in the distance. | kept a steady pace listening to my boot 
steps "crunch, crunch" as | stepped forward on the crumbly 
ground. 


The sun moved ahead of me slightly and the shadows of the 
desert brush started point toward me. | glanced at my 
watch, it was 12:47. 1 had walked over 6 hours. | stopped. | 
realized that | should be at my outcropping. | wasn't. | didn't 
see any outcropping or any break in the landscape at all. 
Something had gone wrong. | checked my compass and it 


seemed I'd stayed fairly on course. | scoped the horizon and 
could not see my outcropping. | did it again, same results.. 
my outcropping was gone and | was farther away from 
rescue that | had been. It occurred to me that | may have 
made a "fatal error". This is what they warned us kids about. 
"Lost in the wilderness", that was the great thing to fear on 
any camp out. It hadn't imagined that one could get "lost" in 
the desert! | could see forever, how could | be lost? How 
could | not already be found? That thought angered me a bit 
which offset the sharp panic | had of realizing what a serious 
mistake | may have made. The kind of mistake that gets 
stupid kids killed. | was suddenly feeling very "stupid", 
upset and angry. 


Fortunately for me "anger" took precedence. | was NOT 
going to die out here for this stupidity! "I'm too young to 
die", | told myself. That was a surprisingly encouraging 
thought. | WAS young, resilient, and with lots of energy still.. 
| "could" maybe make it to the Colorado River if | went 
straight west for another 6 or 7 hours. | didn't know where 
my outcropping went and | didn't care. | had about 6 to 7 
hours of daylight left. About the same amount it would take 
to "get somewhere". This place was "no where". Going back 
wasn't an option, too far and nothing there but a rock. 
Onward was my only option. | took a tiny conservative sip of 
water as if it was a whiskey bracer. | thought of Brighty ,the 
tough little Donkey in the story, and how he had "just kept 
going" then resolutely resumed my forced march. 


After a couple more hours of walking | noticed a color 
change in the ground not far ahead. The ground seemed to 
take on more color in a wide swath ahead. | wondered if that 
meant water or perhaps a slew that had seen water lately. | 
wasn't out of water but | was beginning to worry a little 
about when | was. 


Part of my quest was to get close enough to water to take a 
break. 


| kept heading toward it. The swath of color was wide and 
stretched as far left and right as | could see. Somehow that 
didn't seem "quite right" to me. It wasn't long before | could 
make out what | was beginning to suspect. It wasn't wet 
ground. | had been looking across a ravine, a virtual canyon 
to the other side. Thatfs where the colors were, beyond the 
other side of the canyon the desert was as flat and tan as 
ever. 


| walked cautiously up to the very edge of the cliff to look 
down. | had reached a "dead end" unless | could cross this 
canyon somehow. | looked down astonished to see a river 
flowing below me. Somehow, | had arrived at the Colorado 
River far sooner than | had anticipated. | guessed that | 
hadn't been as far away as | thought. Didn't matter, there it 
was. | was feeling elated. | felt "saved" already. All | had to 
do was get down there to the water. | could see a little sandy 
beach that even had driftwood piled up on it. The perfect 
little campsite just waiting for me at the bottom of this sheer 
cliff. | realized that | had made it to my "outcropping". It 
wasn't an outcropping at all. | had seen across the canyon to 
the opposite side darkened by the setting sun. It had 
disappeared in the daylight. | wondered if my elevation had 
changed, up or down, on my walk. It would be hard to tell. 
My muscles were a little tired from the long hike, but no 
more than that. Nothing to indicate any extra strain or extra 
ease one would expect from a climb or descent. No, | 
thought.. it was "flat" all along.. just another "trick of the 
light". 


| could see the other side of the ravine was also a sheer cliff. 
| strolled the edge on my side looking for any kind of 
climbable spot. | found nothing. No access, just sheer rock. | 
didn't think even Spiderman could have climbed down that 
smooth surface carved into the rock below. | tried to look 
along the length hoping to spot something encouraging in 
the distance. All | saw was a boulder close to the edge not 
too far away looking northwards. It was about a football field 
away and seemed like it would make a good marker. | 
headed for it. 


As | approached there were a few things about the rock 
worthy of note. The first notable discovery is that it was 
about three times the size of my rock friend from the 
previous night. When | got even closer the second thing was 
more impressive. It had a large hole carved through it. Even 
more amazing was that a large rope was woven though the 
hole and dangled over the edge of the cliff. 


| stared at the rope for a bit. It was a very thick course rope. | 
was guessing a hemp rope. | tried to pull some of the rope 
up but it was very heavy. | noticed it had knots in it at 
regular intervals and it went all the way down to the beach. 
The rock seemed worn on the edges where the rope fit 
perfectly. | wondered how long the rope had really been 
there and if it was strong enough to use. | took an educated 
guess that if the rope had been weak, the weight of it alone 
would have already broke it. It was probably strong enough 
for a child to climb down. | didn't question my flawed logic 
except for the nagging sense that | wasn't thinking this 
through. | could see where the rope had carved itself a 
groove where it went over the edge. It had obviously been 
used many times. "Surely, it would hold for one more time". | 
couldn't stay here. | couldn't get to the other side. Heading 
north or south without water, on foot, seemed suicidal to me. 
The driftwood might be more than a campfire. The wood had 


obviously floated to where it was. That meant that maybe 
some kind of boat, or raft or floating thing could be 
improvised to travel downstream. "If one follows water.. one 
will find people", that was in my scout training. Climbing 
down cliff sides on old ropes, there was no merit badge for 
that. | thought that if | made it down there alive | would 
petition for a merit badge for that. 


| wanted to get down there while there was still light at the 
bottom. It would get dark down there faster than up here. 
Time was already short from the looks of the shadows in the 
depths below. | tied the sleeves of my scout shirt into a loop 
around the rope. | wrapped the other side of the loop around 
my right wrist. The knots | saw were thick knots. If | slipped 
the loop might catch a knot and stop me from falling. Using 
the rest of the shirt for a glove on my other hand | began 
lowering myself down. 


| hadn't got far before | realized | had to get my improvised 
shirt loop under where the rope cut into the ground at the 
very edge. | knelt on the sharp edge of the cliff, pulled the 
rope up just enough to slip my loop under. It was an 
awkward and difficult maneuver. | ended up in a clumsy 
position with one hand under my legs and the other holding 
the upper side of the rope. | scooched my knees backward 
till they slipped off the edge. | tightened my grip, wrapped 
my legs around the rope and began to shinny down slowly. 


Ill: The Beach 


My loop worked pretty good. | caught on quick that | could 
proceed with some alacrity by sliding and catching on the 
next knot. This worked well and soon | had a pretty good clip 
going. It was almost fun and in moments | was on the beach. 
| untied my scout shirt from the rope and slipped it on. 


It was shadier down here by the river, but not much cooler. 
The sandy little strip of beach was narrow but plenty big 
enough for me. | stepped over to the river and filled my 
canteen with clear water listening and watching the bubbles 
gurgle as the liquid of life displaced the air. | marveled at 
the vast amount of water before me. A moment ago | had 
only a few drops left between me and dieing of thirst. Here 
was unlimited water. | would never be thirsty again as long 
as | stayed near the river. It felt good. One of the greatest 
threats in the desert had been overcome. | would live.. I'd be 
hungry, but I'd live. 


Once | thought of hunger my stomach agreed with a growl. | 
looked around and at once became slightly alarmed. I'd 
lowered myself a great distance, 1500 to 2000 feet, down 
into a narrow crevice in a vast desert. 


The walls on both sides of the narrow fast moving waters 
were sheer cliffs. In both directions of the river, upstream 
and down, | could see the river turn and disappear past the 
rocks. | was in a meander, a curve of sorts. It would be very 
hard to find me down here. In a quick scan it was clear that 
there would be nothing to eat either. There was sand, cliff, 
and water and that was pretty much it. No real plants except 
a few stubborn brush growing out of the sides of the cliffs. 
Too far away to even consider and straight up. They didn't 
look eatable anyway, too thorny. 


| wandered toward the pile of driftwood glancing around as | 
did. The sunlight played tricks with the shadows and sharp 


edges of the cut rocks seeming to move as | did. It was easy 
in my mind to see shapes, forms, that looked geometric like 
they were deliberated constructed. | imagined | saw carved 
steps or a doorway cut into the rock above me. | had to look 
almost straight up to see these aberrations. When | did the 
sunlight from the sky above obscured being able to see 
clearly and made my eyes water. | kept my focus on not 
walking into the water as | trailed the rivers edge. 


It was a good pile of driftwood. Although none of logs were 
particularly big there were plenty of them stacked against 
each other over time. This turn in the river must be just 
perfect for the flotsam to discharge in this one spot. | pulled 
some logs aside and saw that it was a pretty deep stack. | 
had enough wood to build a shelter or a raft. Enough wood 
for many campfires. 


| felt rich. | had a treasure of fresh clean water and plenty of 
wood. For a moment | was overwhelmed with my new found 
wealth as | tried to sort out what | should do first. | knew the 
sunlight would be gone faster down here than above. That 
would limit my time to do whatever preparations | was going 
to do for the night. | was pretty sure this was as far as | was 
going to get tonight, so | needed to "get comfortable". There 
seemed to be a distinct lack of rocks down here. Something 
I'd become accustomed to an unlimited supply was 
suddenly quite rare. There was a couple of flat boulders 
buried in the sand. They were unmovable but one seemed 
flat enough to be a table. | didn't need a table but it would 
be nice to have one. | would build my camp near that stone. 


| sat my pack on the "table" and began to drag a stump over 
to use for a chair. | brought a few of the longer sticks over 
and placed them horizontally on the ground in a rectangle 


shape. | imagined them as the fence for my new "yard". | 
wasn't too worried about rain or weather or wind. | had the 
cliffs as walls and it was still a desert above me, not likely to 
rain. 


There seemed to be no wildlife down here. | was safe from 
coyotes and cougars. There was also no food, nor anything 
to pretend to be food. | chewed on an appetizing looking 
stick for a second. | didn't like it and that wasn't helping. | 
began to wonder if there was fish in the water and if | could 
catch one somehow. | started looking for things to catch a 
fish with. | had no fishing gear of any kind, no hooks, lures, 
line, or rod. | could use a stick as a rod but then what? | sat 
at my table and emptied my backpack on it in search of an 
answer. Nothing appeared to be of any use in catching a 
fish. 


| scanned the horizon, the stick pile, and the cliff sides 
hoping an idea or option would appear. The shadows were 
crazy with the sun hanging low. | couldn't see the sun but 
the reflections off the almost mirror surface of the rocks cast 
wild sharp contrasts to everything | looked at. That's when | 
saw "it". Blended in against the smooth walls was another 
rope. 


| hadn't noticed it before because | thought it was the rope 
I'd come down, or | just hadn't seen it before. 


| went to the rope and as | got closer | noticed it was two 
ropes connected to each other by rungs of rope. It was a 
rope ladder! 


| was stunned. | followed the ladder to it's top with my eyes 
and it just stopped about 20 foot up. That didn't make any 


sense. How could the ladder just stop unless therefs a flat 
spot right there? 


There was only one way to find out for sure. | would have to 
climb the ladder and "go look". | stepped on a low rung and 
bounced on it. It held with even a bit of spring to it. This 
rope wasn't that old, nor was the one I'd slithered down 
earlier. There had been people here, not that long ago. "How 
long ago?", | couldn't tell from just the rope. Could've been a 
year maybe.. more or less. | didn't know how long a hemp 
rope would last hanging down a cliff side in the desert. | 
mused that, as far as | knew, the ropes could have been here 
for hundreds of years. 


| scrambled up the rope eagerly. Youth has it's advantages. 
At the top | found the ladder attached to a pole, a log, stuck 
into a pocket on the cliff side. This gave an easy handhold to 
pull myself onto a very narrow flat ridge. The alcove where 
the pole went into the rock wall wasn't very large. It was big 
enough to sit down and that was about it. The ridge was 
only wide enough for a goat it seemed. | got down on my 
knees for safety and leaned out a bit to see down the ridge. | 
didn't trust what | was seeing, could just be another trick of 
the light. | imagined | saw an opening, like a cave or 
something. Dark from here but definitely a hole in the rock 
wall. The perceived gap in the wall was only a few steps 
away. The ridge looked stable enough and with a little 
paying attention | felt | could get there without too much 
risk. | stood up and looked straight down. If | fell it was 20ft 
onto soft sand. | felt | had a good chance of being "OK", even 
if things went badly. 


The ridge, although narrow, was an easy walk. It seemed 
larger walking on it than it looked to be from the ladder. | 
was relieved that my fears were unfounded. In a brisk 
moment of unfounded confidence | found myself looking at 


a large opening in the cliff wall. What | saw took my breath 
away. | was amazed, stunned, startled and confused all at 
once. | couldn't believe it was even possible let alone that | 
was standing here looking at it. 


In an instant the entire perspective of my situation 
transformed. | was looking at doorways, window openings, 
arches, strange carvings of animals, pillars, and a wide open 
veranda with a great arch leading even deeper into the rock 
face. It was some sort of complex, housing, or base that 
seemed about half a city block long. 


There were two sections, the one | was standing allowed me 
to see a larger one further down another narrow ridge path. 
The further one seemed more rectangular than the semi- 
circular cove | was in. They both looked abandoned from my 
vantage. The further one looked risky to get to, as if the rock 
face had crumbled over time leaving only a ragged remnant 
of a walkway that once had been there. | focused on the 
chamber | was in. Clean almost dust free and barren of any 
of the normal signs of habitation. I'd discovered a lost 
kingdom! My inner child imagination leaped at the prospect 
of finding strange visitors from another word, aliens, or 
monsters, or even ghosts. 


| knew plenty about monsters and ghosts. I'd seen all the 
Midnite Creature Features, read the tales of Poe, and the 
comic books and wondered if any of them could actually be 
real. If any of those stories were real, were any of those 
creatures living here? | couldn't remember any tales of 
entities that live in cliff homes except the Minotaur. | 
wondered if this could be a Minotaur cave. | didn't think it 
could be. We were way too far from Greece. 


| didn't know how many minotaurs there actually were, but | 
doubted that they had migrated across the ocean to Arizona. 


There might be ghosts here, but it was way to early for 
ghosts to come out. They have "rules", ya Know. Besides, | 
wasn't actually afraid of ghosts. | have a flashlight, also 
known as a "ghost dispeller". 


My flashlight, along with everything else, was on the table 
down on the beach. It looked pretty dark past the great arch. 
| felt | could get closer, do a little "checking it out". This 
might be just the place to set up a really good camp. | 
wasn't sure it was worth the effort because without food | 
wouldn't be here long. I'd come this far, might as well see if 
there's any good reason to be up here besides the view. | 
mused on these types of thoughts as | creeped toward the 
large open area in the center of the empty rock village. 


The rapidly fading light of the day held for me as | 
approached the open area. | stood at one side of the 
Spacious veranda and peered toward the dim interior. It was 
circular in shape with 5 other arches leading off to some 
other unknown places. 


In the center there seemed to be a large fire pit of some sort, 
complete with a scattered pile of wood nearby. Along the 
backside of the cove were seats carved along the walls in 
between each of 5 arches, openings to other rooms or 
passages. 


It was like some kind of amphitheater or council chamber or 
meeting room of some importance from the distant past. 


Just inside the arch, almost an arms reach away, was a large 
carved stone slab table. It could have been used for 


anything. Didn't seem like a dining table unless it was a 
buffet. 


| had food on the brain, everything was becoming related to 
food. There were some things on the table. Some kind of 
vases or ceramic containers. 


There seemed to be some other things laying about that 
were indistinct in the shadows and low light, and some other 
stuff on the table. It didn't seem like anything had been 
disturbed in a very long time. 


It was more a sense of "Stationary", of a long passage of 
time, than any kind of actual evidence. There wasn't even 
much dust, although there was some. The dust was very fine 
coating mostly on the floor. There were no steps in the dust, 
no marks of anything that may have walked, crawled or 
slithered across it. 


| felt | might be the first to be here in a very long time. It was 
the first time | wondered how long | was actually going to be 
here. | might be here until "death", which might not be that 

far away... perhaps a week or two of starvation would be "it". 


| had climbed into a "trap", where it would be hard to find 
me.. maybe impossible. It would be almost impossible to 
climb back out. Going down the knotted rope was one thing, 
going back up was another. 


The rope ladder was easy enough to climb up, down should 
be easy, even back and forth wouldn't be a real challenge. 
Still, no food.. no hope of food unless | can figure out how to 
get a fish. 


| had a moment staring into the ancient alcove where | 
wondered how the people that had been here survived. 
There must have been quite a few. What did they eat and 
where did they get it? | didn't have anything to make a raft 
out of except wood. Without any way to lash the wood 
together a raft would be impossible. Without a raft | might 
not be able to get out of here. Attempting to swim the river 
for miles would have to be my last resort. | needed a "plan" 
and | didn't have one. | didn't even know how | would signal 
if an aircraft flew over this tiny invisible crack in the earth. 


There was a mirror on my compass but it would have to be 
just about high noon for it to work from down here as a 
signal. 


| determined that | would camp in the alcove here. To get a 
fire going in the big pit and spend a little time exploring. It 
didn't much matter if | was on the beach or in this great 
carved chamber. 


| could hear the wind blowing across the canyon above me 
but | didn't feel much of it down here. It wouldn't be a 
threat. | didn't expect the fire to be able to warm the giant 
pocket in the rock but it would be nice to have "walls". The 
stone table or the carved seats might be useable as a bed to 
sleep on. 


| was probably going to be cold either way. | thought that 
sleeping on sand might be more comfortable but if | was 
tired enough it wouldn't matter much. | felt that a sense of 
enclosure and place would offset the other discomforts and 
opted for that. 


| wanted my stuff. There was "science" to be done here. 


| jaunted down the ridge path to the rope ladder. Hopped 
down the rungs like an old pro. Swiftly | gathered my gear 


and tossed them into my pack. As | grabbed the ax an idea 
came to me. | could make a spear! If | did it right | could 
maybe spear a fish, if there were any. The water was clear 
enough to see smooth beautifully polished stones along the 
bottom. Although the light was dim at the bottom of the 
ravine that could work to my advantage, allowing me to see 
the fish and their long shadows contrasted in the shallows. 


| dropped my pack then dashed to my woodpile. There | 
found a suitably straight stick. I'd made lots of tent stakes 
from sticks on various camp outs. It didn't take but a few 
seconds to chop a crude point on this stick. | knew I'd need 
some kind of hook on my pike to keep the fish (if | spotted 
one) from slipping off. | snapped a v shaped twig off a 
branch in the pile. 


That would work if | can attach it securely to my spear tip. | 
needed some string, twine, or something to use. All | could 
think of was my boot strings were long and sturdy. | sat 
down on the sand and took off my boots. | removed the 
string from one boot and used it to lash the v-twig to my 
new spear. It was crude, my first one ever, but it looked 
good. 


My lashing was good, | was an Eagle Scout after all. It 
seemed to me that my fishing tool would only work on the 
"right" size fish. Too small, | couldn't spear it, too big | 
couldn't hold it. | couldn't guess what would be too big, but 
too small would be easy to figure. It wasn't like there would 
be a whale in the narrow stream. 


| began examining the river walking along the sand at the 
edge in my bare feet. The water brushed my feet 
occasionally as | focused on peering deep into the waters. It 
was cold, very cold. My naked feet shivered when the water 
first brushed up against them. In a short time they became 


numb to the cold and less distracting. It was already pretty 
dark in the waters depths. 


My sun was almost gone. | didn't see anything move at all. 
Even the ripples in the water became indistinct. My vision 
seemed to shift. It was as if my eyes were designed to see 
below the water. | 


t seemed | could detect the slightest bubble. | could almost 
feel the current as if | was flowing with it. | stepped with 
precision at the tightest edge of the water. | heard, sensed, a 
"flap", a sound not of the water itself. 


| was almost back to my stone table. | wasn't sure what I'd 
heard or what had created it, but | was sure that "it" was also 
"alive". | froze in place letting the water flow over my feet 
creating a tiny wave as the current crested over my toes. It 
was silent except for the constant howl of the wind far above 
and the babbling of the river over the pebbles. The quiet 
shush of water smoothing the cliff wall of its channel worked 
as a base sound to compare all others with. 


| heard nothing more but my eye caught a movement. A 
shadow moved just upstream from me. It was just a micro- 
second of movement but my sharpened senses noticed. 
Hunger does something to a person. It seems to bring our 
instincts to a razor edge. | was on that edge. | was the 
hunter. | could sense the life near me. | could feel it's 
presence. | was sure it was unaware of me. | "Knew" it was 
getting closer. | dared not blink nor move a muscle. 


My thoughts clouded as if an instinctive psychic 
obscurement so that my prey did not detect me. To the fish | 
was an inanimate object along the shore, of no concern to it. 


| was "in the zone". There was nothing in existence but me 
and the "other" lifeform. It seemed that | could "see" the 
creature with my minds eye. It was a fish, swimming 
leisurely across a barren river bottom. It too was looking for 
something to munch. | saw a fin poke out above the water. 
My eye glimpsed the fin as the fish moved close to shore in 
its search. Close to me. 


| slipped into a timeless moment where nothing moved, no 
sound, as my reflexes kicked in. My spear flashed ,guided by 
an ancient primal intelligence, into the fish | hadn't actually 
seen. | watched my arm pull back in slow motion with a 
wriggling fish on the end. | stuck the tip of the spear into the 
sand letting the fish have his final few flaps of life on the 
beach. It was over. | had a fish. | felt something leave. The 
"Zone" ended. | was back to reality, to the beach, to my "lost 
kingdom" and | had a fish. 


IV: Archway 


It was darkened on my beach. A grayish light made 
everything around me into a washed out landscape. | didn't 
know how long my hunt had lasted. | guessed under a half- 
hour based on the amount of remaining light. | couldn't 
judge time very well by the sun down here. | hadn't checked 
my watch so looking now didn't tell me much except it was 
about 6:30. That meant it was still daylight above me. | 
looked up into blue sky. The sky seemed like a painting 
above the fissure. | looked back down and it was still grey 
down here. 


My spear had gone thru the fish, a trout, a rainbow trout. | 
unraveled my boot string to remove the twig hook and slip 
the fish off the spear. Still in my bare feet | filleted the fish 
on the rock table. I'd done that before to get my First Class 


Badge while camping in the mountains near Flagstaff. It 
didn't take me long. 


| rinsed my table with canteen water then refilled the 
container. Leaving my fish on the table | retrieved my socks 
and boots, lashed the wet string back in and put them on. 


Back at the table | wet my kerchief in the river then wrapped 
the fish in it. | stuffed the spear into the sand to make it easy 
to find again. Now that | had something to eat | was assured 
of surviving a little longer. | wasn't sure how | was going to 
cook the fish but | was entertaining a few imaginative ideas 
including "smoking it" if | could find something to cook them 
in or on. | laid the wrapped fish gently inside my pack and 
scrambled back up the rope ladder. | wanted to get back 
quickly to make a fire before the swiftly fading light was 
gone altogether. 


| laid my pack on the large rock table thing with the pottery 
jars on them. The jars had designs on them that | would 
want to look at harder after dinner. | took the fish out of the 
pack and laid it on the table too. | then turned my attention 
to the stacked wood near the fire pit. It was well stocked 
with various twigs, branches, even split wood that seemed 
to be pine. | thought it very odd that any kind of an 
evergreen would be available anywhere in the desert. | was 
probably wrong, maybe it was oak. Didn't matter what kind 
of tree the wood was from, there weren't any trees around. | 
imagined that the wood must have followed the river from 
the mountains far to the north. That seemed like a very long 
trip, full of winds, bends, rapids and more. Still, the river was 
the only way that the wood could have got here. 


The driftwood pile on the beach seemed to confirm my 
theory. The wood was good and dry. My campfire in the fire 
pit took hold quickly and easily. It was the perfect little fire. 


The alcove glowed with a rosy red from the fire. It's semi- 
circular shape left no dark corners save the other, as yet 
unexplored, dark archways. | was poking thru the sticks 
looking for some that could be used to hold my fish above 
the flames. A few looked really good and | considered 
attempting to weave a few together like interlocking 
popsicle sticks. It was then that | spotted a better idea. | 
found a very thin flat rock, several actually, that seemed to 
have flaked off the cliff side behind the woodpile. 
Rummaging thru the rock flakes | found one that was just 
about fry pan sized. It was rough shaped, not square, round, 
triangular or any nameable geometric form. It did have one 
long side that was fairly straight, kind of rounded on the 
opposite side extending outward. The other edges, 5 of 
them, jigged and jagged. | was pretty sure it was some kind 
of volcanic rock. 


The whole alcove could be mix of sandstone, quartz, granite 
and melded or molded by some ancient volcanic activity. | 
pondered on the volcano thought as | placed my rock on the 
fire. If the volcano was still active deep in the earth it might 
have kept this place warm long ago. There might even have 
been a hot springs or something back when there were 
people here. | imagined that one or more of the unexplored 
areas might be rooms with baths. There could even bea 
steam bath or sweat lodge sort of place. 


My rock in the fire didn't seem to be doing anything. | don't 
know what | expected, it wasn't a fry pan, it was a rock. The 
sunlight laid on the open area like a guest standing in the 
doorway saying "farewell" for 15 to 20 minutes. It cast a 
golden glow mixed with the reddish firelight that made the 
whole place glitter with dancing reflections like the 
sparkling showgirls in Vegas. | let my eyes wander around 
the alcove. | saw odd paintings on the wall, like cave 
paintings of stick people doing things. It seemed like the 


characters were moving like stop action cartoons but | 
couldn't tell what they were doing. Several places | saw the 
stone was carved with primitive depictions of animals. The 
art was so primitive that from here | couldn't identify what 
animals they might be. 


Each archway had pillar with a carved image near it as if to 
indicate what was that room was for or contained. | was just 
idling around the room checking the figurines out. The first 
pillar | examined was a nearby carved relief on my left and 
determined that it was a snake, or a dragon. 


The next carving seemed to be a badger, or wolverine.. or 
even a bear. That made me pause. What if a bear was 
hibernating in one of these little hidden spots? If the snakes 
and lizards are hibernating, maybe bears are too? | 
dismissed the thought as | headed back to check on my 
rock. "Bears in the desert?", | asked myself then as quickly 
answered myself, "probably not". Even if there was a bear 
anywhere around it couldn't get up here anyway. | wondered 
how the people who built this got up here in the first place, 
and why? 


| poked the fire, still going well. | placed my hand over the 
rock, it was warm. | touched the rock gingerly and confirmed 
it was warm, not hot. It wasn't hot enough to cook a fish. | 
put some more wood chunks in the fire making a sizzling 
blaze. It was a little too much and in moments | couldn't 
stand close enough to the blaze to cook a fish. | could swear 
| saw my "cooking rock" begin to glow. | couldn't be sure 
because the flames were so high it blocked a clear view. | 
stepped away to explore the alcove a little more while the 


fire died down a bit. | was getting hungrier as it seemed 
more possible that | would be eating soon. 


Off to the far right was where I'd seen the slow-motion art. 


| walked over to the wall paintings. | wanted to see if the art 
could be read like a comic book. When | was close | used my 
flashlight to see the details. | saw hand prints, stick figures 
spear fishing. That felt like the "stamp of approval" for my 
recent fishing brilliance. Other figures seemed to be ina 
formation to either dance or a war march. There were more 
characters hunting some creature | couldn't quite make out. 
If | had to guess, and | did, | guessed it to be an elephant 
with really long tusks. | struggled to visualize what the artist 
meant for me to see. Finally | accepted that there were lots 
of things it could be besides an elephant. It could also have 
been a were-pig with a snake in it's mouth, that gave me an 
inner giggle. The art was really quite crude and maybe 
thousands of years old. 


Another drawing, a little clearer, showed a fire pit .. like the 
one | was using, people sitting around one side of it and 
some kind of "smoke creature" coming out of the pit. 


It could have just been the poor artist attempting to draw 
smoke, but it did look like a something. Like a giant bird with 
it's wings outspread was the best | could come up with. 


Abruptly my light dimmed. The large flames had burned up 
the wood quickly. My cooking rock was glowing reddish so | 
hurried back full of hope and anticipation of hearing the 
sound of fish frying on the rock. 


| poured a little water in my hand and flung a few drops on 
the hot stone. The water drops landed nicely on the glowing 
rock, skittered and sizzled very invitingly. | didn't have any 
oil or butter for cooking the fish so | moistened the fish with 
a little water. | also didn't have any seasonings but | did 
have the crumbles at the bottom of my beef jerky bag. | 
sprinkled the crumbles on the fish fillets and laid them 
gently on my improvised roasting stone. 


The warmth of the fire toasted my fingers as | lowered the 
fish onto the hot slab. The fish sizzled immediately, smoke 
rose as water vapor steamed thru. Natural oils seeped out 
from the fish. | pushed the fillets around with my pocket 
knife to take advantage of the fresh hot oil. 


The aroma was heavenly. | opened the fork of my 
multifunction scout knife. The fork on the pocketknife 
combined with my ax as spatula | was able to flip the fish. 
They felt tender as | carefully lifted and turned them to their 
other side. The first side was nicely browned. It doesn't take 
long to cook a fish fillet, or even two, as any fisherman 
knows. In minutes my fish was done. Having no plate and no 
time to hunt for nor create one | scraped the cooked fish 
steaks up with my ax and slid them onto my kerchief. | could 
always wash the kerchief in the river tomorrow, | thought. 


The fish was so tender it almost crumbled in my hand. | held 
the tender morsels cupped in my left hand as | forked up a 
bite. It was hot, quite hot. | blew on the piece of fish my fork 
was holding when my hand began to get uncomfortably 
warm. | laid the cloth and fish on the table. 


| fetched a stump piece dumping it close to the stone table. | 
Sat on my stump in reverie as | ate the fish one delectable 
forkful at a time. | don't think I've ever tasted a fish that was 
So delicious. 


When | was done, my tummy quite happy, | gulped a large 
swallow of fresh delicious cool water from my canteen. | 
gently shook the fish bones from my kerchief onto the table. 
| wasn't sure that saving them was a good idea, but it was 
something | hadn't had before. 


| imagined that dried the fish bones could be used as sewing 
needles or something. 


| draped the kerchief over one of the larger vases. It was too 
dark to investigate them, that would wait for morning. 


The fire had died down, better for cooking. | wanted more 
light. The Sun must have set because it was fairly dark when 
| looked around. | hadn't really noticed the fading light 
because I'd been focused on the fire and the fish. | threw 
some more wood on the fire and it blazed back up. 


Another nice feature of a cooking rock is that one can just 
leave it in the fire. A cooking rock that was always hot would 
be a nice feature of this place. If | had enough food, cooking 
would always be quick and easy. 


| had already spent two nites in the desert. It seemed a third 
nite was beginning. My watch reported it just past 8 pm. It 
was darker down here than it would have been up above. 


In the wide open spaces there would be starlight and 
moonlight. Neither of those lights would be bright enough to 
pierce this hidden cove. | shone my flashlight around briefly. 
| was beginning to become concerned about my battery life. 
So far the big D-cells in this military surplus flashlight was 
holding up fine. I'd already had a week of scout camp with 
this light plus the extra days added on with my adventure. | 
was getting my moneys worth, so to speak. 


In the scanning light | glimpsed the darkest arch straight 
back. I'd been avoiding that area because it was so 
indistinct. The area with the dancing art to my right also had 
an arch nearby. | wandered over there again. | noticed a 
drawing of people in a boat | hadn't seen last time I'd been 
here. They seemed to have nets and spears for fishing. | 
wondered what they had used to build their boat with. The 
boat in the drawing, although just a silhouette, had a high 
Sharp bow and a thick keel. It seemed more of a sea going 
vessel, or ocean coast than a river craft. | found the boat 
drawing to be odd, out of place in the desert, in a cave, 
above a narrow river. What or where would the people of the 
artist use such a craft? 


V: Bat Cave 


| didn't ponder on the boat long as | had made it to another 
carved pillar of some animal. The animal on this pillar 
seemed to be a stylized fish. 


A fish totem seemed ironically appropriate after my filling 
fish dinner. | had grown a deep appreciation for the 
importance of a fish. 


That one fish not only filled my tummy but probably saved 
my life. That one fish made it possible for me to survive here 
for a much longer time. | could only imagine how critical fish 
may have been to an early tribe of peoples. | felt an odd 
kinship with these people from long ago. A reverence for the 
delicate balance of nature the pillar art seemed to convey. | 
imagined these carvings weren't just art, they had been 
"spirits". Like in the Native American tribes, animal spirits 
were protectors, guides and wise advisers. | was getting a 


glimpse of what grandfather had been trying to tell me 
when he spoke of our animal guides, our totems. 


Just past the artwork the cove curved back a little so that 
the firelight didn't quite reach that nook. | drifted around the 
curve of the stone wall with my light illuminating walls, 
stone, and floor before me. The forth arch with attending 
carved pillar was tucked back in this niche. Just beyond this 
darkened area the cave curved further to the big arch I'd 
saved for last. It was the most darkest and most 
intimidating. | didn't know how much courage | actually had 
and wasn't in a big rush to find out. Maybe I'd watched too 
many "Midnite Creature Features". | felt like | was exploring 
an ancient tomb, silent, ominous, dark. It was as if I'd been 
transported into "Curse of the Mummy" as | edged my way 
around with only my flashlight as a guide. | thought that it 
would only be more like the movies if my flashlight was a 
torch. "Torches", the word shouted in my mind. 


These people probably had torches. They probably lit the 
whole place with them. They couldn't be too hard to make. 
I'd seen enough angry villagers in the monster movies to 
make think that even | might be able to make one, or more. 
The artwork seemed mostly charcoal art, as if from a burnt 
stick. | imagined it wouldn't be hard for the stone working 
people who had built this place to have also created holes in 
the walls to put torches in. 


I'd was pretty near the forth pillar shining my flashlight on it 
to see whatever creature was carved on it. It was a bat.. 


That was easy, | thought. Bats must be easy to carve 
because there was no mistaking it.. that was a bat. | 
reminisced on my appreciation of bats and their massive 
insect eating. | hadn't see any insects, come to think of it. | 
wasn't that surprised considering where | was. Still, insects 


are everywhere.. should have been one "something". | 
figured | just hadn't noticed them yet. That | hadn't been to 
the place where bugs hang out here. I'd probably run into 
them soon enough, for now | was more grateful than curious. 


A disturbing tickle of a thought crept to the fore. "How long 
was | planning to stay?". Some inner person wanted to know. 
| was "Secretly" imagining having a bunch of torches lighting 
the whole place up. | had a cook fire, a galley of sorts. 
Shelter, water, and a source of food. 


I'd imagined fish would get tiresome after a bit and that's 
when my inner beings began a conversation about how long 
| was going to live here. My jumbled tumbling thoughts 
focused when | saw a hole above the carved bat. It would be 
a perfect place to put a torch. | ran my light above the hole 
onto the rock ceiling a few feet above. Seemed to blackened 
as if from many torches having been used here. | flashed my 
light around at the other pillars because | realized that they 
probably all had a spot for a torch on them. The pillars 
weren't just art they were functional and probably 
informative if | only knew what they represented. 


My thoughts ambled on from considering that | had no rags 
or tar to make torches with. "Burning sticks, that would 
probably work, but not as well or as long." to "the whole 
place is rock. It's not like | could burn it down." | determined 
to peek into this chamber since | was here. Just take a little 
look, who knows what treasure | might discover. | creeped 
toward the dark maw beyond the archway. | was 
remembering as | moved that | might need a little boldness. 
| may have to conquer this place and get comfortable 
because | didn't actually have a way out or much hope of 
being found. 


On one hand the thought appealed to my childish sense of 
adventure, freedom and Peter Pan lifestyle. | thought of 
"Swiss Family Robinson" and the original book "Robinson 
Crusoe". On the other hand, the reality of trying to survive 
alone, buried beneath the Earth without anyone to talk to 
ever again seemed like pretty grim prospects. 


| heard something besides the noise in my head. This sound 
my ears picked up on. It was a faint rustling, like leaves ina 
breeze. It was very slight but definitely a sound. | froze fora 
moment trying to guess what could have made the sound. 
The air was still this far back in cave entry. That meant 
something had moved. Perhaps a mouse | mused, or a snake. 
A snake in the dark! | flashed my light on the ground around 
me almost convinced that the sound I'd heard was scales 
slithering on rock. Rattlers could be anywhere, even here. As 
| scanned for the slightest sign of snake, a flicker of reflected 
light off a scale. The sound of a rattle dragging on pebbles. | 
heard the sound again, indistinct. It came from the other 
side of the dark archway | was near. 


| flashed my light into the abyss of darkness from where the 
sound had come from. 


An explosion of flapping, shrieking bats took to the air. | 
shrieked in return and dove to the ground covering my head 
as protection from the massive swarm. In seconds the sound 
of thousands of flapping bats faded into the distance. They 
had all flown away from me!.. They had fled deep into some 
unknown passage. | rose cautiously, my heart pounding in 
my chest. 


It had been so fast | hadn't had time to be afraid. | was doing 
that now.. 


| could barely breathe as | stared wide eyed into the deep 
black where the bats had flown off to. 


| Knew | wasn't alone, which was an unsettling thought. That 
I'd found the "bat cave" wasn't a comfort either. The only 
thing that appealed to me was a nice bright fire. My knees 
wobbled as | tried to back away from the bat cave. 


| sturdied my legs with will power and the promise that when 
we were close to the fire they would get a break. Together 
we , my legs and |, wobbled back to the fire pit. | tossed 
some more wood on the flames as | passed then sank onto 
my stump by the table. 


| was unnerved, unsettled, on the verge of a little child 
panic. My eyes were frozen open in the dim lighting. My ears 
rang with the blood pounding in my temples. 


My chest actually hurt as if my heart had tried to leap out 
thru the ribcage. My breath came in rapid gasps. | found 
myself shaking all over. 


| clutched myself to gain a little control over the shaking. | 
tried to focus my thoughts which were racing in all sorts of 
directions.. none of them good. 


| needed to reassure myself, to regain some sense of self- 
confidence. | felt a moment of deep despair. | was way out of 
my league, trapped with no plan and no hope of rescue. | 
was doomed to be here till | die by accident, starvation, or 
other horrible lonely desolate tragic end, such as being 
eaten by a horde of vampire bats! 


Now, | knew I'd watched too many monster movies. The first 
“comforting” thought I'd had in the midst of my panic. | was 
pretty sure there weren't that many vampire bats in the 


whole world! It was a semi-rational thought and that helped 
my breathing a little. 


The one barely rational thought that worked like an anchor | 
could hold onto was, "Those weren't vampire bats and this 
isn't Dracula's cave." 


Another comforting thought came to me letting my heart 
beat a little easier. "There aren't any real monsters" 

| wasnft sure if | believed that or not so it was a small 
comfort. 


"The bats flew away from me." That was a encouraging 
thought. They were afraid of ME and my little flashlight! 


"To the bats, | was the monster!". That was the epiphany | 
needed. That | was the monster and the creatures of the 
night would fear ME! | was emboldened. | felt my body relax, 
my breathing returned to normal, my eyes blinked again. | 
had found some comfort. A sense of "Survival-ship", of 
increased determination. In spite of my concerns, in spite of 
the challenges, | "could" survive. 


The future still looked pretty grim, the portends daunting. | 
would need more courage than | had. Bats almost took me 
out trying to get away from me. | almost died of fright while 
being the monster. What would happen if it had been a real 
threat? What if the bats HAD attacked as | expected? | would 
need to be sharper, faster, and braver than I'd ever 
imagined being up to now. As | tried to be my own 
cheerleader. To say things to myself that would bolster my 
courage | found myself talking out loud. The sound of my 
voice echoed in the chamber giving it a deep mysterious 
resonance as if some great ancient sage was speaking from 
the dark chambers of antiquity that surrounded me. The 
sound gave my advice to myself a deeper imperative. | 


summed up my babbling to the fire with reminding myself to 
“always be prepared". | knew | would need a better battle 
plan that what I'd been using. 


It wasn't going to be good enough anymore to just go 
"poking around". 


| got me a Suitable stick and burnt the tip in the fire. With it | 
began drawing on the stone floor design ideas for altering 
my environment with safety and security in mind. | would 
make a spear to take with me on my explorations. 


| would make some torches and place them in the holes. 


| would find a way to make my fishing spear better and more 
permanent. 


It was no longer a concern about how long | was going to be 
here, but how to make sure | survive no matter how long it 
is. Someday, some year, someone will come down this fork 
of the Colorado River and find me. Til then | could work on 
rescuing myself. 


The fire crackled as it died down. | made some notes in my 
science notebook, now journal, of my day. The notations 
included my observations and how | wished I'd spent more 
time making a comfortable bed. 


| was tired and a rock bed suddenly was unappealing. | 
gathered my pack, light, kerchief and headed down the rope 
ladder to sleep on the soft sand of the beach. 


| should have thought to toss some rocks down to make a 
campfire with on the beach. No matter, it was all sand so just 
stacking sticks and lighting them was pretty easy and safe. | 
checked my matchstick supply. | had them in one of those 
waterproof BSA match containers with a strike surface along 


the side. There was still a good twenty wood kitchen 
matches or more. If | kept a fire going | could stretch my 
supply out for a very long time. | could also start my fires 
with flint and steel to spare the matches. 


| wasn't in the mood to work on that tonight and struck a 
match to light my beach fire. | hadn't brought any flint in my 
day pack. | expected | could find a sparking rock nearby, if | 
needed to. 


In my full pack, that I'd left at the Scout Camp which was 
probably packed onto the bus for me, there was an actual 
flint and steel fire starting kit. Every good Scout should have 
one, and.. as | mentioned, | was a "good" Scout. 


| reminded myself of that as a morale boost. 


This was just a "Survival camp", all us kids have actually 
done it before.. not quite as intense as this and not alone, 
but the solid basics of camping was working to keep me 
alive even without all the gear. 


| watched and played with the fire as | pondered on my 
"good" scoutmanship. | was hardly "prepared" for this 
adventure, and yet | "was". | was beginning to understand 
that the only way to actually "be prepared" was to "know" 
what to do in any situation. 


Education was the key factor here. If | Knew more about 
survival, about plants, about ropes, about ancient 
civilizations, about rocks, sand, rivers, Grand Canyon, 
astronomy and pretty much everything in the World then | 
would "be prepared" for most anything. | determined that if 
and when | got out of here | would spend more time 
learning, everything! 


Iwas thinking the grownups, when they find me, would be 
amazed, pleased, astonished, at my marvelous survival 
Skills. | gleamed inside a bit when some internal naysayer 
reminded me that I'd broken the cardinal rule of good 
camping. I'd wandered off from camp alone without a clear 
indication of where | went. | did tell my friend Mike of my 
rock hunting plan. That probably didn't help much even if 
he told what he knew. | thought that maybe | wasn't as 
"good" a Scout as | imagined. 


I'd been humbled by my lack of Knowledge about anything. | 
"knew", inside myself, that my good fortune had been dumb 
luck more than any skills of my own. | could hardly take 
credit for my own survival. | chided myself that if | didn't 
“get my act together" there might not BE a survival of any 
kind, proud or humble. 


The shooshing sound of the clear current rushing against the 
smooth cliff walls combined with the crackling of the fire was 
hypnotic. Again, | didn't know what time it was nor did | 
much care. | glanced at my watch without actually looking 
at the hands. The crystal face sparkled in the flickering 
firelight. 


The night air was still as | moved my wrist around playing 
with the reflections off the watch. 


| thought about how we people are like crows. We like things 
that sparkle. Maybe thatfs why people throw rocks at things 
that shine, to see if they can break it into sparkles. Fireworks 
are just big sparkles, it all made sense to me now. People 
gravitate toward sparklies..whatever looks sparkly to them. 


My mind was making things up to think about. Things that 
seemed irrelevant, but so so important, to "right now", to 


"everything". Somehow this new profound realization of the 
power of sparkles was going to change my life. 


That's what it felt like. | was enchanted by the sparkles off 
my watch crystal, by the sparkles that flew off the fire, the 
stars that sparkled far above me, the glistening sparkles of 
light dancing on flowing river, all these sparkles attracted 
me. | was hypnotized. Everything around me sparkled. The 
beach sand contained a high content of mica creating 
millions of little flashes of sparkle as the firelight touched 
them. The smooth rock walls near me sparkled with their 
own steady gleam and sharp edges highlighted for a 
moment by a ray of reflected firelight cutting across the 
stone cliff, then gone as the fire's light shifted in the 
breezes. 


Even | sparkled. The buttons on my scout shirt flashed with 
the firelightfs dance. My flashlight hung on my belt reflected 
the light back. The belt buckle, brass, with the Scout 
insignia on it glowed golden with mirrored reflections of 
firelight. 


"I'm a sparkle", | marveled, "one of many sparkles in the 
universe". | was surrounded by sparkles of which | was one. | 
felt that | could never again be alone in the universe for | 
was a Sparkle of the universe and we sparkles are 
everywhere. | wasn't alone! The sensation was surprising 
comforting, even warming. As if | had discovered a "family" 
in this lifeless little pit. 


| heard something that intruded into my entrancement, 
something that didn't "fit". It sounded like a breath expelled, 
like a whale breaching for air.. kinda. It wasn't as loud as the 
whales on the Jacque Cousteau specials about cetaceans. It 
was more like the little snorts | heard the Shamu's make at 


Sea World the time Dad took me there. Mom didn't want to 
go, she said, "Whales should be in the sea". 


It was on that little road trip that he told me about his 
joining the military. At the time it sounded "really cool" and | 
didn't think about that as much as the whales. 


| guess that had been the plan, to make the news just a 
minor event to the child. It worked. | was distracted by the 
sea creatures of "Sea World". | heard dolphins singing "New 
York, New York", parroting that Sinatra tune while swimming 
upright half in the water. It was stunning and | was 
mesmerized. 


Much later, months, the reality of Dad being in the military 
began to sink in. 


Slowly the realization came to me that the sound | heard 
was from something alive, something above me. Like the 
bats my "echo location" skills was improving. The tiniest 
sound tended to reverberate down here in the silence like a 
grand concert chamber. Whatever it was, | was sure it was 
"there" and it wasn't a bat. Bat's don't "huff" like that. 


Cougars do make a sound like that | remembered, maybe 
even coyotes could make that sound. | racked my brain 
trying to think, "what else could make that sound?" A 
person? A person could make that sound or even a bear. 


| pointed my flashlight up toward the sound. | saw nothing. 
Just like the night before the alcove was invisible, not see- 
able from here. 


| wasn't comfortable trying to sleep down here where 
something could pounce on me. Nor did going where the 


"thing" was in the dark seem like a good idea. | grabbed my 
fishing spear. Tonight it would be just a spear. | moved closer 
to the rock wall where | could see the fading fire. 


| was thinking that being straight down would make 
whatever it was above me have a problem pouncing. That 
would give me a chance to do something. | didn't Know what 
the something | would or could do was, but clearly "fight or 
flight" was a high probability. Now | was awake again, alert. | 
huddled with my back against the rock wall waiting for 
something to happen. Nothing happened. 


No more sound. Nothing leaped out of the shadows. The fire 
got dimmer and dimmer, down to just glowing coals. A few 
Sparks flew off them as if abandoning me. "I'm the last 
Sparkle", | thought gloomily, "they have all left me to be 
gobbled by a monster sparkle eater". My "oneness" with the 
Sparkles of universe dissipated into being just "one", alone 
against the great "unknown". 


| sat bolt upright. Quivering a little as the cool air wafted 
across me. | wasn't as cold on the outside as | was on the 
inside. The unseen threat had sent a chill down my spine 
that had settled in my bones. | remained unmoving, froze in 
place, barely breathing.. listening, watching, sensing. | 
heard nothing, saw nothing, sensed nothing.. none of which 
comforted me. 


That just meant whatever it was might be smarter , wilder, 
sneakier than anything I'd encountered before. | tried to 
imagine what kind of creature could get up there. Cats could 
climb the rope ladder, but how would it get down here to do 
that? Several smaller animals could also climb the ladder, 
like raccoons, badgers, and such.. even bobcats. "A bobcat, 
it must have been a bobcat". 


Vi: Fishing 


| didn't think that my cougar had tracked me all the way to 
here nor made it to the alcove. | also didn't accept that there 
were more than one cougar this far away from mountains. 
Therefore, it must have been a bobcat, probably lives down 
here hunting bats for food. | imagined a bobcat could be 
pretty happy eating bats. Then it occurred to me that maybe 
| could too.. bats are edible, right? | began to imagine 
catching a bat somehow and then figuring out how to clean 
it and cook it. | had no bat cooking knowledge to draw on. 


My bones ached. | stretched my legs a bit. A bobcat wasn't 
really a threat to me, normally. Our situation wasn't normal 
and I'd need to keep one eye open for it. | was pretty sure | 
could run a bobcat off. That bravado allowed me to relax 
again. | focused on just breathing and listening. The fire was 
gone, maybe some smoke that | couldn't really make out in 
the darkness. | sat listening, watching those little sparks 
inside the eye one can see with the eyelids closed. My eyes 
weren't closed, or at least | didn't think they were. | closed 
them to make sure. The view didn't change. It was pitch 
black against the cliff wall. | looked up and did see the far 
away twinkle of stars so! knew my eyes still worked. | rested 
my chin against my chest with my arms laying on the spear 
across my lap. | was still in that position when the light of a 
new day filtered thru my closed eyes and awakened me. 


| was stiff and sore and not rested at all. My brain wanted 
some kind of stimulus, like cocoa, coffee or candy. My 
stomach wanted breakfast. It seemed to me the smart thing 
to do was get a fish, again. | had a feeling it might not 
happen as quickly or easily as the first time. That time | was 
"in the zone", this time | was barely functioning and my 


spear needed work to catch a fish. | hadn't taken my boots 
off in day or so. | didn't want to take them off now. Instead | 
wandered down the beach a bit to the rope | had climbed 
down. A vague thought that it might be able to help. It was a 
rope after all. | looked up at the impossible distance the 
knotted rope traversed. It was so far up that the thick rope 
slimmed to almost nothing before the edge above. 


Using my scout knife | unraveled the bottom of the rope and 
cut some of the fresh fray off. With the twine | could lash the 
hook back onto my improvised pike. | had just discovered a 
source for twine! 


| should have been more excited but | was too tired for much 
emotion. Having twine opened a whole new world of 
possibilities that my brain wasn't ready to wrap around just 
yet. 


Along the edges of the cliff walls there were rocks that were 
hidden under the sand. I'd discovered that I'd been sitting 
on some all night without noticing because | was already too 
uncomfortable to notice any new discomforts. | tossed the 
twine near last nights beach fire, went over and brushed 
sand off the rock slabs. | gathered few suitable slabs to make 
a fire pit on the beach with and clear this spot in case | ever 
slept here again. It didn't take long to make a beach cooking 
fire. | lashed my hook back on the spear, it was laying on the 
beach easy to find. | sat on my stump and took my boots 
and socks off again. The boots were holding up but the socks 
were starting to get an unpleasant color and odor. | tossed 
them away from me onto the sand, setting the boots neatly 
by the stump. It would be nice for both the socks and boots 
to get some fresh air. My feet would be going wading in the 
icy river water. Later, perhaps.. | would use the river to 
"freshen up". For now, | had breakfast to catch. The twine 
worked fine and in no time | had lashed the hook back on 


the pike and still had some twine left over which | stuffed 
into my pack. My fishing spear was ready again. 


The sand felt good on my toes. The sun had warmed it some 
so it was comfortable, albeit a bit coolish still. 


The cool sand was a good thing as it got my feet ready for 
the icy waters of the clear river water. 


The water here was virtually crystal clear. Seeing the bottom 
of the river was easy and a delight of smooth multicolored 
stones. "| should gather some just for fun, later", | thought as 
| attempted to bring my focus to my hunt. | let my feet slip 
into the waters to move closer to the shadow areas. It 
seemed to me that fish would likely hide there in the bright 
day. | moved cautiously across the smooth slippery rocks so 
as to not disturb them and to keep my balance. If | fell into 
the river my hunt would be over. Not to mention all the 
undesirable effects of immersion into waters cold as snow. If 
| disturb the bottom, kick up some sand or mud or 
something then anything in the water would vanish with a 
flick of a fin. 


| kept my scan on the waters, my spear at the ready. | wasn't 
"feeling it" like | did the last time. | was hoping that patience 
and "non-think", where my thoughts weren't about the hunt, 
might encourage a psychic fish within range. 


| thought about the cold and how | might use it for 
refrigeration. 


That would give me the ability to store food if | found some. 
If | catch a really big fish | wouldn't have to eat it all at once. 
| did have the plastic sandwich bag that used to hold my 
beef jerky. | could foresee how a waterproof plastic bag 
might become my most valuable possession. 


Tied tightly closed with a piece of twine the plastic bag 
holding leftover fish could be kept fresh by putting it in the 
river. If | wove some sort of basket | could hold it under the 
water with a rock as a weight. Otherwise, just letting it float 
on the water might be good enough for a short time. At least 
long enough to try and make a basket or something similar. 


My feet had gotten numb in the water again. | was grateful 
for that as it make focusing on the shallows a little easier. | 
found myself hunched over to see better and that my body 
blocked the sun eliminating the glare from the water where 
my shadow fell. | seemed to me that the fish would see my 
Shadow as a Safety shadow if | quit moving. | stopped my 
wading near the shadowy area | had been tiptoeing to. 


My shadow added to the shadow already there. If there was 
a fish blended in, sticking to the shadows for the same 
reason | was, then it might just come right to me. | was 
trying to think like a fish. If | could imagine being a fish, in 
these waters, where would | go? What does a fish do with all 
it's free time? 


"If | was a fish, I'd spend all my time hunting food and hiding 
from other fish hunting food." That was the conclusion | 
came to. | stood almost perfectly still letting the water flow 
around my ankles. | felt little pinpricks in my feet that were 
a bit uncomfortable. | knew that meant | couldn't stand here 
long. If there is a fish, he'd better hurry up or I'd have to do 
this again and again until it worked or | came up with a 
better idea. | considered my option of bat-hunting instead as 
| tried to be patient and still. 


| was pretty sure that | didn't really want a bat. | wasn't 
hungry enough to eat a bat, yet. | was thinking by lunch or 
dinner, if | failed this morning, a bat might start looking 
pretty good. 


| was trying to ignore the increasing pokes of needle sharp 
pains in my feet. 


| thought about my "to-do" list which kept expanding. | now 
could create refrigeration. 


| needed to make the torches and my spear before night. 


| seriously had to do something about my sleeping 
arrangements. | could use more twine. 


My kerchief and socks could use a washing, so could I. 


If | had some kind of bucket | could haul sand up to the 
alcove to make a "sand bed". 


It would be nice if | had a blanket or two to work with or just 
wrap up in. | thought that if | did have a blanket | might just 
use it as a tent and make a beach camp instead of going 
back up to the "lost kingdom". 


There were "monsters" up there.. maybe more than | wanted 
to deal with. 


| was telling myself how a nightly fire on the beach would 
give an aircraft at night something to see. 


The wisdom of that was almost settling in asa "plan" when a 
Sharp flash of pain shot up my leg. | flinched and when | did 
something else in the water did too. It was black laying on 
the bottom in the shadows. It may have been there all along, 
not moving, just like me. It had flipped it's tail and moved 
back into deeper shadow. | could see it now, because | had 
seen it. 


The micro-second I'd seen it it's camouflage failed. Now | 
could track its black form against the colored pebbles. It was 


a catfish, a good sized one too. | drew my arm back steadily 
in slow motion. 


Cocking the muscles in my arm to fire my spear. It was a one 
shot deal, and | knew it. If | missed, the fish would be gone. 
My feet would not withstand staying in the water any longer 
than a few more seconds, if that. 


The fish laid there on the bottom, it's whiskers probing the 
pebbles as my spear launched. 


| wished | had tied a retrieval line on it. | mentally added 
that project to my growing list of tasks a little lower priority. 


My spear hit without me letting go of it. In an instant there 
was a large catfish wriggling on the end of my pike. It 
wobbled so hard and weighed so much it took both hands to 
hold the pole as | pranced to the shore with my catch. 


| pinned it to the sand as | had the trout. The catfish 
wriggled, wobbled, flopped, and flipped to no avail getting 
weaker with each effort. In moments it ceased it's struggle. 


In that moment all of it's Earthly troubles ceased. 


Vil: Cat's Fish 


The catfish was out of this trap that | was still in. | almost 
envied it. | was grateful for it's coming into my life. | was 
grateful to whatever guardian angel had seen fit to guide 
food to me twice. | was deeply aware of my good fortune and 
felt blessed, even watched over. 


| wondered if some of my "Sparkle" friends had been more 
than just a flicker of light. Perhaps, one or more of those 


little lights were "sparks of life". 


The catfish glistened wet in the morning sun as | headed for 
my beach table to prep it for cooking. The mica filled sand 
on it's body sparkled like diamonds. It was a beautiful sight. 
| was filled with these simple delights when something flew 
overhead. It was large, silent, and blocked the light for a 
moment. | looked up and saw a large falling furry body. | 
dove toward my cliff wall rolling up against the rock face. 


“Thumpf" the animal landed heavy on the sand. | could see 
it had just missed it's pounce as it spun to face me. It was 
less than a body length away from me. My brain almost shut 
down at what | was seeing. | was face to face with a lion. Not 
just a lion but an African lion, complete with mane. It had 
one more unusual feature. It was huge! This lion was the size 
of a horse! | was sure it wasn't an Earth Lion, earth lions 
don't get that big. 


My knees melted as | tried to brace my back against the rock 
behind me. The lion didn't look happy as it glared at me, it's 
lips curled in a snarl. My eyes were froze open staring into 
his two black pools. There was no where to run, nowhere to 
hide. My heart thumped against my chest, my breathing 
frantic. This was a giant lion, thatfs a "monster" in anybodyfs 
book. None of the books or movies had monster lions in 
them. | had nothing to grasp onto, even my sense of reality 
"Snapped". 


The lion tensed and growled threateningly. Something inside 
me "panicked", "freaked out", and a scream came out 
directed at the lion. The lion took that as a challenge and 
roared back at point blank range. His breath was like a hot 
furnace as it blew me back against the wall. My body 
rumbled when the massive sound slammed against me. | 
almost suffocated in his overwhelming odoriferous breath. | 


was unable to get a breath of my own as the lions hurricane 
exhalation forced itself up my nose in my mouth. 


It was like having a pillow held over my face. My stomach 

clenched, my knees gave out and | slid down the wall. My 
heart exploded painfully in my chest. Darkness creeped in 
the edges of my sight as | felt myself passing out, slipping 
into unconsciousness. 


Deep inside me, real deep, a silent primal scream of 
desperation shot into my brain. It was a "red alert". A final 
shriek from my shattered consciousness. It wasn't words that 
| heard in my head. It was a "knowing" that IF | passed out 
the lion would eat me. 


| had to stay conscious and face the monstrous beast if there 
was to be any hope staying alive. 


There was a part of me that would rather be unconscious 
when being eaten by a lion. It would probably be quick with 
a lion this size. If | was unconscious | wouldn't feel a thing. 
Another part of me fought that one.. a raging internal 
conflict made my body quiver and tremble as it melted onto 
the ground before the lion. As my body sunk | felt a "force" 
welling up inside me. The lion took a careful calculated step 
toward me. Like a cat just before it strikes its prey all it's 
muscles tense, it's eyes burning into my soul. The 
mysterious force | was feeling was an energy that seemed to 
flow to my extremities. My legs felt more fortified. Painfully, | 
was rising from where | had almost kneeled. My arms were 
moving as if without my instructions. | watched like a 
disembodied spectator as my arm launched the pike, fish 
and all, at the lion. 


The throw was strong and the spear shot straight into the 
lions mane. The great cats monstrous head, as big as half 


my body, shook like a dog shaking off water. 


The spear flung away from the lion. The unearthly lion 
whipped around as if to challenge the spear he'd just flung. 
It flew about three yards and landed in the sand with fish up. 
The lion spun, his tail whipped just inches from my face. 


| tumbled to the side and made a dash for the knotted rope. 
My inner monkey had kicked in. | was in full primate flight 
headed for the nearest vine to scramble up. | was running so 
fast it was more like falling forward. My hands and feet were 
working together to put as much ground between me and 
the lion as possible in the least amount of time. | was 
moving too slow and the harder | tried the slower it felt. | 
could not stop looking at the lion even as | ran, scrambled, 
stumbled, crawled and clawed my way toward the knotted 
rope. 


| had no idea how that creature had gotten up to the lost 
kingdom but that was where it came from! Where the lion 
came from was NOT where | wanted to go. 


Every part of my being wanted to be wherever the lion 
wasn't. That place had to be at the top of the knotted rope if 
| can get there in time. 


| had enough adrenalin to make climbing the rope , 
hopefully higher than a giant lion can jump, a really fast 
climb. | reached the rope and leaped for it. As | scrambled 
quickly up the rope | never took my eyes off the cat. 


| was doing an amazing spider monkey impersonation as the 
lion chomped down on my spear. It was almost one move for 
the mighty cat as he grabbed the fish and the spear then 
leaped straight up the 20 foot embankment to disappear 
over the ridge of the lost kingdom. As the lion crossed over 


the ridge my spear fell back down to the beach without a 
fish on it. 


Stunned, | hung from the knotted rope. 


That's all, just hung there without a thought. My feet were 
locked around a knot, my arms wrapped around another. It 
wasn't hard to hold on. | don't Know how long | hung around 
not thinking. | lost all track of time. 


An eternity has just passed in fractions of a second. A 
moment of silence and reverence was in order. 


My inner prehistoric primate had forced its way to the 
surface and saved our mutual life. My inner monkey wasn't 
ready to retire just yet. | could hear it's nonsensical 
chattering inside my brain cluttering all attempts at human 
thought. 


In awhile the human part of me regained a semblance of 
control. The first thing | "heard" were the words, "are we 
safe?". | was becoming a little concerned about the 
increasing number of inner voices that was showing up in 
this adventure. | was thinking, while | looked down at the 
beach, that maybe | was "cracking up". Maybe | had 
"cracked up" and the monster lion was an hallucination. | 
looked down at the empty spear and wondered if | had also 
hallucinated a missing fish. 


My bare feet said that | had taken my boots off and | had 
walked in cold water. That seemed like evidence that the 
fish had been real. | HAD caught a fish and a giant lion from 
Narnia or something had just taken my fish. Some how or 
another, THAT was "reality". There was no way that a horse 
sized African lion in Arizona had just leaped down from a 
lost kingdom and stole my fish. 


There just was NO WAY.. that could be real. 


There was, however, a reality that was beginning to get my 
attention. Apparently | had wet myself.. perfectly 
understandable, | thought. The cooling effect | was getting 
in my jeans was helping me regain some margin of self- 
control. 


| was seriously rattled. | don't Know when | started breathing 
again or how my heart got back into my chest. | still felt the 
pain in my breastplate from it's attempted escape. 


| began to assess my situation. That human brain thing was 
starting to function. It would be a necessary element for me 
to begin living again. | was sure that | had died during the 
lion attack and missed the moment. 


Maybe | had passed out and the lion had eaten me and this 
was all that was left. Just my ghost hanging around ona 
rope. "I might be a ghost?". "If | was a ghost", | thought, 
"then my arms and chest wouldn't hurt and my legs 
wouldn't be getting tired of gripping this rope." 


"So, | must not be a ghost", | concluded. "There is no fish, 
but there was a fish, and now there is no fish", | reiterated to 
myself confirming that, indeed, there HAD been a fish. 
"Where did the fish go?", my inner therapist asked. "The lion 
took it", my child self answered. | heard a paternal tone 
answer kindly, "that's right, the lion took your fish and you 
need to get off this rope". 


| looked up the rope. It was still a thousand feet or more to 
the top. | looked down. | had climbed up about 20 foot. That 
was a good climb in the few seconds it had taken me to do 
it. It also wasn't enough. I'd just watched the lion leap that 
distance with ease. This wasn't high enough. | can't stay 
here. That means climbing up all the way. | didn't think | 


could do it. | was weak from lack of sleep and food. My body 
was racked by my recent terrors. It certainly wasn't up to 
climbing the distance. | would fall back down to the beach to 
be lion food. | had to go back down and find someplace to 
hide or another escape. 


On my list of things to do had been making some kind of 
outhouse. | hadn't had "the call" since I'd left the scout 
camp. | hadn't really thought about that aspect of survival 
till after my fish, yesterday. At the moment the outhouse 
mission could wait. Getting myself cleaned up had moved to 
top of the list. 


It wasn't safe hanging on the rope so | timidly lowered 
myself down to the beach keeping an eye on where the lion 
had come from. 


Nothing had stirred or changed by the time my toes touched 
the sand again. 


| crouched down and creeped around my boulder table 
where my pack was. Not far away was my pike laying on the 
sand. It didn't look harmed from here but | wasn't real 
hungry anymore so left it. It was too close to where the lion 
had landed to risk retrieval. 


The giant cats footprints were still in the sand. As large as 
my own footprints. | needed a picture of those prints or else 
no one would ever believe me even if | lived long enough to 
tell the tale. That was also assuming that someday there 
would be someone to tell the tale too. 


My scout knife was the only thing in my pocket since | had 
been wading in the water and didn't want anything to get 
wet. | put it in the pack. Removed my belt and also put it in 
the pack. | was thinking about washing me and my clothes 


in the river. | wasn't ready to try that yet, but | knew | 
would.. soon. 


Hiding behind the boulder table seemed a little silly since 
the cat could still see me from his vantage, if it was 
watching. | felt that the great beast might not risk landing 
on the boulder to get to me. | reached around and dragged 
the pack toward me. | kept an alert eye on the ledge on 
every move | made. | saw nothing. | began to feel a little 
bolder. 


"Maybe one big catfish was enough for him", | tried to 
reassure myself. That wasn't very believable for a lion that 
size. It would need to eat a whole buffalo to feel full, was my 
guess. That meant it was still hungry and | was still a 
potential snack. 


| rummaged in the pack till my hand felt the tiny camera. 
"What would a cat that size eat around here?", | considered 
that as a serious concern. It would need a herd of sheep ora 
pack of coyotes a day, something like. A lot more food daily 
than the desert normally could provide. "How did it get 
down here?" joined with "where did it go?" followed swiftly 
by "where is it now?". Having the camera in my hand 
reminded me that | would need to dare being in the leap 
zone to get the picture. 


| checked my courage and found that | had moved beyond 
terror, beyond the terror that destroys the mind and still 
alive, still "thinking", still "in the game". | didn't think | could 
ever be frightened again by anything. | was young, the 
future still an unknown at my tender age. 


| snuck closer to the area where the footprints were keeping 
my focus above me. The lion had not chased me. That was 
beginning to seem a little odd. A hungry lion that didn't 


chase and eat me. It wanted my fish, it got my fish. "Lions 
sleep in the day", a little voice said on the inside. Another 
voice answered with "that lion was awake in broad daylight". 


It was still fairly early in the morning. | didn't know what 
time lions go to bed. Maybe it had been bedtime for the lion 
and the fish was just a "midnight snack". Like a kid that 
wants a glass of water when being tucked in for the night. 


| tried to remember anything that | knew about lions. Setting 
aside that this particular lion could probably take down an 
elephant, what else did | Know? Not much came to mind. 
Lions have "prides", in other words there might be other 
giant lions about nearby. Lions live in Africa on the 
Savannahs and hunt gazelles and such. This wasn't Africa 
and | had never seen or heard of a gazelle in Arizona. That 
information wasn't useful. None of what | knew about lions 
was verified or useful. Lions are "King of the Jungle". That 
didn't actually make sense because they don't live in 
jungles. "Wild Kingdom" isn't the best place to learn about 
wildlife. This lion was King of the "lost kingdom". | was 
grateful for the little bit that | had learned about lion 
sleeping habits. 


The lighting was good as | quietly closed in on the prints in 
the sand. Carefully | aimed the camera and pressed the 
shutter. It made a loud "click". | froze and looked above me. 
Nothing happened. | took another picture of my rock table 
with the pack laying against it. My pike was in the 
foreground of that picture. | thought it might be an 
important reference photo for later. The shot of the lion 
prints mixed with my footprints should clearly indicate the 
size of the monster. My photos taken ,with no incident, | 
retraced my steps back to the relative safety of the stone 
table. 


| creeped along the river edge downstream toward the pile 
of driftwood at the curve of the canyon. Most of the time | 
kept looking at the rock face where a lion had appeared from 
not too long ago. 


The image of a leaping lion burned into my mind keeping 
me constantly vigilant. | had a mission to get myself and my 
clothes "cleaned up". 


The sun was bright, the air was getting warmer as | selected 
a few poles to stick upright in the sand. They would be my 
clothes hangers. No matter what happened next | was 
determined to get myself cleaned up. 


My psychology demanded that | restore my humanity before 
attempting to continue in a fight for life. | Knew | was risking 
instant death in this effort. | also knew that just being here 
the same risk existed. There wasn't anywhere to go. | 
convinced myself that the lion was asleep or just gone. | told 
myself | would have time for a little laundry and a cold bath. 


| was as far downstream as | could get. The beach ended 
here as the river continued on thru the steep narrow rock 
canyon beyond. 


| stripped off my clothes, even my soiled underwear. Using 
the river bottom as a washboard | washed all my clothes. 
The warm sun caressed my bare skin. As each piece of my 
wardrobe was thrashed, rinsed, and wrung out | hung them 
on a pole. Each item on it's own pole to dangle from while 
drying in the sunlight. | scrubbed myself with beach sand 
before tiptoeing into the frigid water. It wasn't quite as cold 
as | remembered. Either I'd adapted a little or the water was 
actually warmer. 


| imagined that upstream and up above it might be quite 
hot. It might be hot enough to warm the water before it got 


to this ravine. It was a pleasant surprise and although it was 
still quite cold it was bearable for the brief time it took to 
scrub the sand off me in the running water. | lowered myself 
into the cold water shivering as | did. | felt the sand flow off 
leaving me with a fresh sense of cleanliness and renewed 
vigor. 


| dawdled a moment to scoot myself toward the center, 
deeper part of the river. | tried to see further around the 
sharp bend where the water disappeared behind a rock 
corner. | could see about half a football field of nothing but 
water and smooth cliff wall. 


| stood up carefully. The water was halfway up my thigh and 
moving fast enough to threaten to take my feet out from 
under me. | wobbled on the polished rounded stones on the 
river bottom. It only took a moment to secure my footing. | 
peered downstream thinking that standing might give mea 
further or clearer perspective of a possible exit from this lion 
infested pit. 


The new vantage only confirmed there was nothing but 
water and rock. | would need a floating craft of some kind to 
navigate thru that. | was working on figuring out if | wanted 
to try and just walk out of the river on the slippery rocks or if 
| should drop back down re-immersing my semi-dry warmed 
body in the water and crawl back to the beach. 


Vill: Boat 


| attempted a step and almost immediately had my 
remaining foot swept out from under me. | planted both feet 
firmly to regain my balance. | was convinced that crawling 
would be the advisable method back to the sand. | saw 


something come around the corner downstream. It was 
coming toward me. 


| was transfixed as the pointy bow poked around the corner 
followed by the rest of the canoe with people paddling 
furiously. They were fighting the current like old pros, 
making good headway. They weren't that far away and | 
could see clearly five people. There were four burly tanned 
fellows with long hair and headbands doing a synchronized 
paddling that would make any Yacht club proud. All four 
guys were bare chested and sweating. 


The young gal sitting prettily in the center of the canoe was 
doing nothing but being pretty. That was what | noticed the 
most. She had longer black hair that hung over her 
shoulders like a cloak. She also sported a plain headband 
like the guys. There was something in her lap that | couldn't 
make out from here. It looked squarish, like a book or box, 
something like that. Her hands rested demurely on the 
square thing in her lap. She wore a tannish looking 
sleeveless vest like blouse with a loose open neck. There 
was some sort of necklace around her neck and bracelets on 
both wrists. | couldn't tell anymore details from here. Afraid 
to move for fear that | would slip, fall and the lion would 
reappear | just stared. 


"What was | looking at?", | asked myself. It was obviously a 
canoe with people in it. "People", people meant rescue, 
didn't it? | should be thrilled but instead | was concerned. 
Are they friend or foe? Are these "good" people or not? 
These people could be pirates or bandits. They could be 
escaped criminals from somewhere, bank robbers on the 
lam. Maybe it's the Bonnie and Clyde gang? | thought the 
FBI had already gotten Bonnie and Clyde before | was born. 
Bonnie and Clyde were white people and these guys getting 
closer were not. 


Why did they have a young girl with them? As they got 
closer | could tell that she was about my age. Maybe these 
were kidnappers! Perhaps they were Mexican border runners 
that had kidnapped a rival gangs daughter to hold for 
ransom or something. | couldn't decide if | should signal 
them or hide. 


The paddlers were coming quick, the splashing of their 
paddles rhythmic, steady and closing. | was standing naked 
in the middle of the river. There wasn't a lot of time to make 
up my mind. | couldn't tell if they had seen me or not. They 
hadn't made any sign that they had seen me. | decided to 
try to hide. | dropped back into the cold water and crawled 
back to the driftwood pile. 


By shuffling some of the wood pieces around | was able to 
squeeze behind the edge of the pile positioning a few sticks 
quickly for obscurement. | felt fairly camouflaged from the 
people and no sign of lion anywhere around. 


| didn't have to wait long till the paddlers drove the canoe 
onto the sand. | heard the scrapping of the boat as its 
bottom rode up to the shore. | saw them though my 
branches. All four guys leaped out, grabbed the gunnels of 
the canoe and carried it, with the girl still sitting in it, onto 
the beach. 


They were large muscular men wearing only loincloths that 
appeared to be leather in material. 


In fact, now that she was closer, the gals blouse also 
appeared to be leather or deer hide. It looked soft and 
supple as it moved graciously with her when she rose from 
her seat. Her necklace seemed to made of opal beads. The 
fire of the opals iridescence glimmered wherever the sun 


struck it. Her bracelets were delicate windings of copper 
bells that jingled provocatively as she stepped from the 
boat. 


One of the men loaned her his hand as a handrail for her. 
She stepped lightly from the canoe onto the sand. She too 
was wearing a loin cloth and bare feet. She had a deep 
tanned skin like the native Apaches back home only a little 
darker, as if she spent a lot more time in the sun. The guys 
were even darker yet, as if they had never been inside while 
the sun shined. 


All of them were looking in my direction. | wasn't sure if they 
Saw me or not. | was more camouflaged than hidden. They 
were talking to each other in a language that made no sense 
to me. It wasn't anything I'd ever heard not even like the 
little bit of native language the old ones would speak. It 
wasn't Latin, or Spanish, or German, the language wasn't 
anything | could place or identify. 


The hand gestures were a little easier to figure out. They 
were pointing and talking about, not me, but my laundry. 


For a moment there | thought that they had spotted me. I'd 
forgotten about my clothes hanging on poles. 


All four guys gave each other a "look" that meant something 
and in unison, like a trained military contingent, they 
reached into the canoe. They each produced a reddish wood 
spear. All the spears looked alike with stone tips and 
feathers with leather wraps for holding onto them. 


Three of them dashed over to the clothes and began to 
cautiously inspect them by poking and lifting with their 
Spear tips. 


The clothes did nothing threatening. One of the guys, close 
enough that | could have touched his leg, stuck his spear in 
the sand and picked up my scout shirt. He held it up staring 
at the badges sewed on. He pointed to one of my badges, 
my old cub scout "Lion Badge" sewn under my Eagle Badge. 
| had been allowed to add that to my uniform because the 
B.S.A. (Boy Scout Association) was about to discontinue the 
Lion rank. Lion had been the highest Cub Scout rank. 


The guy seemed to be saying something about the badge to 
the gal. She was looking down at her blouse where | noticed 
for the first time the quill work on it. She had a depiction of 

a lion on her blouse very similar to the Cub Scout badge. 


| could tell that there were other depictions on her blouse 
but was too far away and the angle was bad to tell what they 
were. | watched, holding my breath, while one of the guys 
went from one clothing item to another examining them. 
They were still pretty wet so he didn't handle them much. 
The other two guys were standing back to back scanning, 
looking, scouring for something in the area.. maybe me. 


The one closest to the gal who was holding a basket in her 
arms, the "thing" she had in her lap in the canoe, seemed to 
be guarding her. The canoe itself blocked a clear view of the 
gal and her escort. He seemed a bit older than the other 
three by a few years, but not much more. I'd guess the rest 
of them in their middle to late 20's and the girls guardian 
about 10 years older. 


The girls bodyguard turned away from me. | could only 
guess he'd spotted my pack by the stone table as he 
stepped that direction then stopped and looked up. 


The older guard looked up at the same place I'd been 
watching and suddenly | knew that he knew that there was a 


lion here! | was abruptly aware that all of them knew about 
the lion. 


IX: Exposed 


The reason the group had been fascinated with the patch 
and the lion design on the girl's blouse could only be 
because they knew the lion was here. It followed that they 
had come to see or hunt the lion. 


"That's crazy!" | thought. I'd seen the lion and was hoping to 
not ever see it again and if they were smart they'd wouldn't 
want to either. | didn't understand. | must have figured this 
wrong. There had to be some other explanation. 


| didn't Know what to do or think. | just crouched in my hidey 
niche surprised that they hadn't spotted me yet. Figuring 
things out hadn't been my forte on this adventure and now 
wasn't any different. 


"What kind of people are these?". | needed to havea 
working guess so | could calculate my next best move. | 
looked at the canoe and it seemed to be made of sticks with 
some kind of skin stretched over the frame. It looked 
lightweight. The watercraft was obviously durable, it had 
brought all 5 of these people here against the current of the 
mighty Colorado. 


The waterway | was next to could be a tributary of the 
Colorado. | hadn't considered that before. | might still be 
many miles from the actual river. 


That little geographical tidbit didn't help me guess where 
these native looking people came from. 


The canoe seemed well built with no further distinguishing 
markings. The seats seemed to be nothing more than some 
kind of netting strung from side to side. The paddles were 
long enough to possibly be used as oars. The paddle part 
seemed to be built the same way as the boat, a framework 
with a skin stretched over it. | marveled at how that might 
work or feel in use. | didn't see any oar locks. When | first 
saw these people they were paddling toward me, not rowing. 
The canoe was laid over on the beach so that it's rather 
Sharp keel was facing me. 


| guessed it was a long distance craft as opposed to a flat 
bottom river fishing boat. These strange people may have 
paddled a long way. Didn't seem like they brought much 
with them. They didn't act like they planned on staying 
long. 


The mystery of who these people were took back seat to 
trying to figure out what they were doing now. What were 
they doing here in the first place? Why had they come? 


The three closest to me were examining my clothes almost 
fearfully. They spoke excitedly in some stilted language. | 
didn't know their words but | could guess the content from 
their behavior. They were mystified by my clothes, the 
patches, the buttons, and some other things..perhaps the 
weave. The sounds they made reminded me of the language 
of the "old ones" they had told us about in "Indian School" 
back on the White Mountain reservation. 


No one really knew the language of the "old ones". They told 
us it was a "lost language", they were trying to recreate 
using the etymology of modern native Apache, Hopi, and 


Navaho words. | didn't pay much attention in that class. 
They weren't going to teach us a language they didn't know, 
so | Saw no purpose for listening. 


I'd passed the class, part of "Native History" with a "C". | 
learned enough to pass the tests then promptly forgot 
everything. | only remember the instructors attempts to 
enunciate some of the old words well enough to recognize 
the similar sound coming from the men examining my wet 
clothes. 


The young gal seemed to be in charge of this expedition. 
She stood where she was holding her basket while the men 
determined what these strange items on the beach were. 
They seemed more concerned about a potential threat from 
my items from their cautious and furtive examinations. All 
four of the men frequently glanced toward the girl as if for 
approval. 


| thought that she must be some kind of royalty in these 
peoples tribe. In my mind | nicknamed her "Princess". More 
of a working reference to make sense of the events around 
me. 


From what | could see this looked like some sort of royal 
excursion or picnic. A picnic trip would explain a few things, 
like the basket and coming to this nice sandy beach. The 
added benefit of having a lost kingdom to explore or play in 
would explain why a long trip might be worth it. The picnic 
idea worked with the Princess thought. Naturally she would 
have a "royal guard" to escort her to my cozy nook. | 
guessed that the older fella was similar to "Captain of the 
Guard". This would explain why they brought spears with 
them that didn't look like hunting spears. 


| looked at one of the spears being held by the closest burly 
guy. It was a flint or obsidian point lashed on the tip of a 
very straight polished shaft of a reddish wood. They all 
looked alike. Halfway up the shaft and there was another 
leather wrapping that held a feather. | wasn't sure if the 
feathers were for decorations or flight dynamics. At the 
opposite end of the spear away from the point was another 
leather type wrap and a loop. 


| had a hunch that these spears were multipurpose, fighting, 
hunting, throwing and possibly a signifier of rank or 
privilege. 


The men were comfortable with their spears as if an extra 
appendage. The smooth way they handled the spear as they 
moved from place to place and thing to thing reminded me 
of old masters of the martial arts with their walking staffs. 


I'd watched quite a few Kung Fu theater shows. They would 
come on the Midnite Creature Feature for the same reason 
that Godzilla did. 


It was funny listening to the bad synch of English dubbing 
on Japanese films. Many old Kung Fu Theater shows were 
battling "monsters". The movie "7 Golden Samurai vs 
Dracula" was a particular favorite of mine. | couldn't stop 
laughing because the concept alone was funny to me. The 
whole idea of an undead English Vampire stalking the 
streets of feudal Japan struck my funny bone. 


| had been interested enough to sign up for some classes in 
"Shotokan Karate" back at White Mountain. It was taught by 
a Korean War vet, Sgt. Jim Charging Horse. We called him 
"Sensei" as he required while in class twice a week. I'd 
earned a green belt in short time but, | hadn't been able to 
continue because there was no such thing in Parker. 


It was 1959, martial arts was "new" to the western world and 
it seemed that my learning would be stalled until | got back 
to the rez, if ever. These tribal guys smooth unmarred skin 
meant either they hadn't had a lot of battles or they had 
won them all without a scratch. All of them were muscled 
and about the same height and weight. Perhaps they were 
some sort of "honor guard". 


| had become accustomed to thinking of the visitors as 
"Indians". What tribe they were from and where, | couldn't 
guess. They were all remarkably unfestooned except the 
"Princess". These Indians were more like from some John 
Wayne western movie than the modern Indians | knew. 


It came to me at that very moment that these were actors 
that had come to this place in order film a scene for a movie. 


I'm sure that my wet clothes and such would not be good for 
a period movie, that could explain their alarm and caution in 
dealing with my laundry. 


| guessed that speaking the strange language was just 
Hollywood fakery, actors staying in character. 


Actors pretending would explain why | didn't recognize the 
language, it wasn't real. 


The movie making idea was compelling as an explanation 
but flawed. There was no camera crew. | thought about the 
Slice in the Earth above me and looked up half expecting to 
see a camera crew looking down. There was no one up there 
and the sticks hiding me didn't help me get a good look, 
somewhat obscuring my vision in that direction. 


| realized that this ravine we were in was so narrow that it 
would be difficult for aircraft to see across the vast empty 
desert. At the same time | realized that seeing to the bottom 


could only be done by looking straight down and aircraft 
can't look straight down. | knew with a sinking feeling that | 
wasn't going to be spotted by a search plane. | also hadn't 
heard a plane since this adventure began. 


As that gloomy thought pierced my rambling speculations 
the "Captain of the Guard" held up my day pack gingerly so 
the Princess could see it. She glanced over at the three 
checking my laundry and they snapped into action. As if she 
had said something, | hadn't heard, they pounded over to 
her side. 


The three stood alert as the Captain opened my bag. He had 
a puzzled expression on his face then dumped the contents 
on the table for all to see. | didn't have as good a view as 
they did but | knew what they were looking at. 


The Captain picked up the hand ax and admired it carefully. 
He hefted it a couple times seemingly pleased with it's 
balance and weight. The Princess said something softly. The 
Captain laid my ax on the table and picked up the camera 
holding it for the Princess to see. She nodded and asked 
something questioningly. The Captain shrugged, the 
universal sign for "I don't know". He turned the tiny toy 
camera in several angles as if puzzled by it's purpose or 
construction. 


There was another hint that they weren't actors. | couldn't 
imagine an actor that didn't recognize a camera. None of 
them gave any indication that they knew what it was either. 
It was a toy camera, as | mentioned, black and very simple. 
It's only moving part was the proportionately large shutter 
button. 


The Captain held the little camera at arms length with both 
hands. | was impressed at how delicately his large hands 
manipulated the tiny camera. He pressed the shutter slowly 
in fearful anticipation of what the camera might do. 


It was the act of someone unfamiliar with even simple 
technology. | took note of that point when | heard the click of 
the shutter. He tossed the camera reflexively at the sound. It 
fell into the sand a short distance from him without doing 
anything threatening. In a moment, after nothing happened 
and none of us moved, the Captain retrieved the camera and 
brought it to the Princess. 


She also examined the camera as the Captain returned to 
the table to play with the other things, like my scout knife. 
The Princess held the lens to her eye as if trying to look 
inside it. She held her basket in her left hand like a waitress 
with plates at Sambos. With her right hand she held the 
camera at arms length with the lens facing her and pushed 
the button. It clicked again and she looked as if she was 
expecting it to open up or something which It didn't do. 


The Captain was busy opening the fork, spoon, and blades 
on my knife. His expression was one of marvel and 
admiration combined with perplexed. 


| wasn't sure how much more of this | could take. | didn't 
know if | was afraid or baffled myself. My brain was wrestling 
with the concept that if | was ever going to get out of here 
these people may be my only hope. The Princess made up 
my mind for me. 


The Captain was babbling on in an astonished tone as he 
opened each blade when the Princess cut him off gently. She 
made a circular motion with the camera still in her hand 
then held out her hand to the Captain. | took that to mean 


he was to take the camera from her. It all became clear as 
the Captain put everything back in the pack. He sniffed at 
my socks that I'd forgotten to wash and made a face that 
clearly indicated the socks aroma offended him. He looked 
back at the Princess who nodded and said something that 
made the Captains face fall a bit. She giggled as he poked at 
the socks with his spear ,her arm still extended toward him 
expectantly. 


Using his spear the Captain flicked the socks into the river. | 
could see them being washed away in the fast stream 
headed my direction. | only had one chance to rescue the 
socks. If | dashed out into the water ,right now, | might be 
able to intercept them. 


| exploded out from my hidden space flinging sticks in all 
directions. | was about to dash for the water when the three 
"laundry guys" hopped in front of me spears pointing at my 
chest. They roared some word in unison that | understood to 
mean "halt". Which | did. 


The warriors seemed as afraid of me as | was them. | had 
made a poor choice and was about to die for a pair of stinky 
socks. | could only imagine what they were thinking at the 
sudden appearance of a half-white naked kid showing up out 
of nowhere. 


I'd had enough frights lately that bravado welled up inside 
me. It felt like a silent roar coursing inside, a rumble from 
deep down, like a drum beat. It called me to "fight". Some 
part of me was highly offended at being threatened with 
stone tipped spears. 


| had no weapons and no plan, just primal energy. My brain 
raced, my eyes darted in search of a weapon or a shield. I'd 


scattered the sticks so none of them were readily available 
without either turning my back or bending over. Both of 
those actions would leave me open to being jabbed. 


My wet neckerchief was the closest thing in reach. | grabbed 
it off the top of the stick I'd hung it on. | reached again for 
the stick itself and a spear point lunged at me. The jabber 
repeated whatever he had said before, but now it meant 
"freeze". Panicked, | flipped my kerchief at the rushing spear 
point. The wet cloth wrapped around the shaft. | yanked 
back to get my kerchief and his spear came with it. The 
astonished look on his face must have matched mine. For an 
instant we shared that moment of surprise, eye to eye. 


The other two lunged forward in unison. | fell back, the 
untended spear fell at my feet. | flipped the kerchief like a 
wet towel poolside. The kerchief cracked in the air like a 
whip. The sound ,like a gunshot, split the quiet like lightning 
splits the night. 


It seemed they had never heard such a sound made in this 
manner. They were startled and fell back a step. | held my 
wet kerchief dangling as if | would do it again while fumbling 
on the ground for the spear. 


| had a good vantage and could see that the Captain by the 
table was about to launch his spear at me. | would be 
skewered like a shish-kabob. There was no hesitation in the 
Captains steely eyes. | could see his muscles tense as he 
took that throwing step one sees from a pro-baseball pitcher. 
He was going for a fastball off the mound with that windup. 
A roar came out of me.. on the outside it sounded like the 
scream of kid about to be killed, but from the inside it was a 
roar. 


My roar was answered by another. A bellow that shook the 
Earth, a vibration | could feel in my bare feet came from 
above us. My attackers hit the dirt, face first. So did the 
Captain. | didn't nor did the Princess. | had almost enough 
time to look up at the source of the sound. There in the 
brilliant light was my lion roaring down at us! 


| died, right there, right then. My heart stopped.. my 
breathing froze.. my knees gave way and | fell straight down 
upon them. The lion leaped at me just as | had looked up. It 
landed "wompfh" only a foot away from me. It growled deep 
and menacing. Fangs the size of my forearm was the only 
thing | could see. My vision narrowed to that tiny focus spot 
not daring to look the monster in the eye. 


| felt my consciousness begin to fade again and once again 
some deep inner force struggled to keep me awake. | was 
outta ideas, outta strength to even pick up the spear in my 
hand. | thrust my wet kerchief into the Lions face as if it were 
a Shield. | heard the voice of the Princess shout something 
loud and sharp. 


The lion snorted at the kerchief. | could smell his foul breath. 
He ripped the kerchief from my hand with his fangs. | was 
surprised that my arm was still there as the lion threw the 
kerchief in disgust. 


| heard the Princess again, this time she was making a 
calling sound. | couldn't understand her words but the tone 
was a lot like "here kitty, kitty". 


The lion turned toward the Princess. | could barely see her 
past the lions massive body and flipping tail. | felt that | 
should defend her somehow. | forced myself to stand 
bringing the spear up with me. It was about all my trembling 
body could muster. 


| really felt that | could use the help of these muscled 
warriors prostrate upon the ground. "Weren't they here to 
protect her?", an inner anger at these cowards added to my 
own false courage. Leaning on the spear for strength and 
support | yelled at the cat, "Hey Lion". 


I'm sure that wasn't a good idea and the lion explained it 
faster than | had imagined. 


The lion spun on me as if "challenge accepted". | was kinda 
hoping that my shout would frighten the lion or give the 
Princess a chance to run. | was wrong. The lion was fast for 
such a giant beast. There was nowhere for either of us to 
run. | knew the lion would eat us both and | would be first. 
All | had done attracting the great cat was offer myself as an 
appetizer. | was done for and | knew it. 


A massive paw flashed toward me, claws extended. | fell 
back almost forced down by the gust of air pushed by the 
speed of his huge paw. 


The cat was so large and so fast that his attack actually 
pushed me away. If | had been heavier or bigger | could not 
have fallen fast enough. 


Being a lightweight child had worked to my advantage. Ina 
split second the lion was over me. His drool falling on my 
bare chest as his open maw was about to bite off my head. 
There was a loud ringing in my ears so! barely heard the 
Princess shout again. My eyes were clenched shut as | 
sensed the lion turn away from me once more. 


| dared a reluctant peek. The Princess was standing 
crouched over in a supplicating manner with the basket still 
in her left hand. She was making a gesture at me past the 
lion that clearly indicated that | should "stay". Perhaps she 
was motioning to the lion, to get it to obey her, but her eyes 


were burning into mine. The lion steadily padding toward 
her. 


| wasn't dead! | should have been dead. | should be being 
gobbled by a hungry lion right now. Maybe these other guys 
died of fright when the lion showed up. | know | did. 


Yet, here | was, sitting in the sand watching the backside of 
that same lion. The Princess was Sacrificing her life for mine, 
| thought. 


| was about to attempt some other heroic but | didn't 
actually have one. My brain screamed "do something" before 
it was too late, but nothing came to mind. I'd already "done 
something" and had no new ideas to try. Nothing was 
coming to me fast enough. | was pretty sure I'd already lost 
touch with reality so maybe none of this was real and no 
need for all this useless panic. 


As | sat there helpless, anticipating the worst possible 
nightmare of watching a young lithe girl ripped to shreds by 
the Lion that stomped on Tokyo. | felt | had fallen into the 
“Twilight Zone". 


| believed in the Twilight Zone as a place more real than 
"Heaven" or "Hell". That | had fallen into one of the zones 
seemed to be the most likely explanation for all that was 
happening. That wasn't much of a comfort since very few, in 
the shows, ever made it out of the Twilight Zone. 


The one thing that | had gleaned from the show is that if one 
is ever in the Twilight Zone to just "go with it". All the 
characters that had fought the zone, lost. | knew | had to 


"embrace" this weird twist in time, space, or dimension to 
Survive it. | was just an "observer" in a world not my own. 


Nothing that happens in this strange place has anything to 
do with the world, "outside" of this dimension. 


One thing that | was very sure of was that being eaten by a 
giant lion was not the way to get out of the Twilight Zone. 


| struggled for options when one came to me. My best bet for 
"escape" would be to snatch the canoe while the lion was 
eating the Princess and make a break for it. | was sure that 
the guards were already dead, they hadn't moved since the 
Lion showed up. | wasn't worried about them. 


| was in a moral quandary with only seconds to work it out. 
No boy scout worth his merit badge would run out ona 
Princess about to be eaten by a lion. The honorable thing to 
do would be to sacrifice myself to save the Princess. The 
problem with that plan is that sacrificing myself wouldn't 
save the Princess. In fact, | couldn't think of what would save 
the Princess. It looked to be too late for that, the lion was 
upon her. 


| had a Spear, if | threw it hard enough | might be able to 
distract the lion one more time. The Princess still had locked 
eyes on me. She wasn't afraid, | could see that. She 
motioned gently for me to "stay down". | noticed the lion 
wasn't attacking, wasn't growling, roaring or threatening. It 
was just standing there in front of her like a good dog. 
Confused, | stayed quietly watching whatever was about to 
happen next. | had no choice but to trust that she had a 
plan, all mine had failed. 


X: Lion and Princess 


The Princess didn't soend much time looking at me. She 
turned her attention to the lion just a foot away. She put her 
basket down, for the first time since I'd seen her, on the 
ground in front of the lion. She bent over and opened it. | 
could see between the lions legs that inside the basket was 
a large thick raw slab of beef. She reached out with her hand 
toward the cat. | couldn't see exactly what she was doing 
because the lion was blocking my view. | had to guess that 
she was petting it, giving it permission to take the meat. | 
gathered what was occurring based on the lions behavior. 
The lion hesitated till she reached out to reassure it. 


With delicate movement that belied it's enormous size the 
lion plucked the meat out of the basket with it's lips and 
teeth. | could see that clearly from where | was sitting. The 
lions lips curled back to let his incisors nip the meat out of 
the woven basket. It had used his teeth like chopsticks to 
grip the steak then gracefully sprung back up the ledge with 
it's prize and disappeared like just it had this morning. | 
knew at that moment why the lion had not chased me. | had 
fed it, much like the Princess had just done. 


This was some sort of pet lion! It was her pet lion. | was 
amazed. Not only was the worlds biggest lion living ina 
hidden ancient cliff dwelling deep in the Arizona desert, but 
it was the pet of some undiscovered native tribe of Indians. 


Perhaps they thought it was some kind of "god". | could see 
that, maybe even agree.. | have a deep reverence for things 
that don't eat me when they could have. 


The Princess closed her basket and motioned for me to 
"arise". Her motion was elegant, practiced, as if she had 


allowed many to rise in her presence. It was much like I'd 
seen Royalty in the movies do when telling some great 
knight to stand. Her goon squad also got up. The three 
closest to me approached again. This time smiling instead of 
threatening. 


Two of the men spoke and jostled the third, the one | had 
inadvertently snatched his spear from. He held out his hand 
as if he wanted something. It wasn't too hard to figure out 
what he wanted but to make it clear he snatched a spear 
from the hand of his nearest buddy. His buddy looked 
surprised and was about to frown when the one who 
grabbed it thrust it back to him. 


He then held his hand out to me again and said something 
that meant "give". | wasn't sure we were "friends" so | didn't 
give the spear. Over by the table the Captain shouted 
something. We all looked over at him. He was holding up my 
day pack for me to see. When our eyes met he thrust it 
forward toward me. | wasn't sure if he was trying to help 
explain what his comrade was asking for or offering to trade 
my pack for his spear. 


| held the spear up then mimicked the Captains motion with 
by pack by thrusting it forward. | hoped it would be 
understood as "offer accepted”. All of them seemed a little 
confused on the details of our trade. The Captain nodded to 
his comrade, the one asking for his spear. 


The Princess cleared things up a bit for me by indicating 
with a sweeping gracious movement of her arm and hand, 
that | should hand the spear back to the guy | had taken it 
from. 


With his hand still open waiting for me, he looked at the 
Captain who nodded at the Princess ,acknowledging her 


exaggerated motion, then back at me. | knew that | couldn't 
"take" these guys with or without a spear. If | could "make 
friends" they would be my best way out of here. | didn't 
relish the idea of spending another nite alone with the lion, 
now that | knew it was here. 


| didn't know if the Princess could call the cat. | did know 
that the lion would defend her. That is probably why the 

guys "played dead". Apparently, if | had followed suit the 
lion would not have noticed me the second time. 


| gave the guy his spear. 


Everyone had waited for me to decide. | took note of that. 
We weren't going to battle again. | still had my kerchief 
which they seemed to regard as an effective weapon. The 
three were looking at it dangling in my left hand with great 
respect in their eyes. 


All four of us looked over at the Princess and the Captain for 
approval, | suppose. | felt as if | become one with them. | was 
beginning to think of them as the "Three Musketeers" and 
nicknamed them in my mind Athos, Porthos, and Aramis. It 
was "Porthos" I'd snagged the spear from. 


All four of the men had been cut from the same cloth. All 
about the same height, all quite muscled and deeply 
tanned. They all had the wide nose of most native tribes. 
Long black hair hung loose about their shoulders making 
them look even more alike. 


Deep set eyes and broad sharp forehead. Dark brown eyes in 
all 5 of them, but not me. My eyes are hazel. None of them 
were adorned in anything more than plain tan headband 
and loincloth. 


The four of us were studying each other when the Princess 
said something that sounded like the cooing of a dove while 
motioning me over to her. Again, | couldn't help but notice 
how smooth and gracious her movements were. She was as 
graceful as a ballerina in every move she made. Her hand 
and arm motions told storys like the hula dancers in Hawaii 
or some other Polynesian island. 


| began to move toward her. The Three Musketeers walked 
with me in step. The Captain came from behind the Princess 
carrying my pack and belt. That reminded me of my socks. | 
glanced toward the river. No socks could be seen, they were 
gone. 


Athos, Porthos, and Aramis fell in behind me and stood stone 
still when | stopped before the Princess. The Captain 
reached around her and handed me my pack and belt. | took 
them then he stood behind the Princess with his spear just 
like the Three Musketeers behind me. It wasn't a threatening 
pose as much as "respect" for her obvious leadership. 


She studied me for a moment seemingly contemplating 
what kind of creature that | might be. She scanned me with 
her eyes. Her inspection felt as much as a critique as an 
analysis. | became acutely aware of my nudity. | dropped my 
pack and put my belt on as swiftly and graciously as | could 
muster. 


| hung my kerchief from the web belt simply by tucking it 
underneath. The brass clasp shone in the sun. 


The now damp kerchief made a suitable loincloth on the side 
facing the Princess. It felt a bit cool against my skin. I'm sure 
| blushed, | could feel the heat in my cheeks. She stifled a 
dignified giggle at my modesty. The Captain was unmoved 
and unmoving. He was a little burlier than the other three, 
one of whom snickered a bit behind me. The Princess cast 
him a quick disapproving glance and he cut off his derision. 


The Princess asked me a question in a soft voice. | had no 
idea what she had said. | shook my head trying to make 
some sense of the words. She understood that | didn't have 
a clue. She pulled on the part of her blouse that had the lion 
embroidered on it and pointed to it with her free hand. 


She wasn't holding the basket. It was on the ground before 
her. | hadn't noticed when she had dropped the basket, 
maybe while | was putting on my loincloth. 


Then she asked her question again and pointed at me then 
back to the lion emblem. | still didn't know what she was 
asking. She looked over my shoulder saying something to 
the musketeers. One of them, Porthos, ran over to my Scout 
shirt and retrieved it. He brought it to the Princess who then 
pointed to my cub scout lion badge and back to her own 
embroidered lion. 


| got the impression that she was asking if | was also a 
member of the "lion club". | didn't know how to answer, 
exactly. The lion and | had a "passing acquaintance" from 
this morning that | was sure that hadn't made me his friend. 
| shook my head and said "no". That answer caused a 
murmur among the Musketeers as if that wasn't believable. 
The Princess shushed them. Part of the universal language, 
the "shush".. | knew what it meant and so did they. The 
Captain was already silent. 


The Princess pulled on the other side of her vestment and 
pointed to a bird embroidery, then to my Eagle Scout badge 
and asked a similar question to the one before. | didn't know 
if that meant there was a giant Eagle around somewhere, 
but | was sure that | didn't belong to her "eagle club" 
anymore than her "lion club". Again, | shook my head and 
said, "no". This time the Captains expression changed a 
little. It showed just the tiniest bit of what looked like 
disappointment. 


The Musketeers murmured then silenced themselves quickly. 
The Princess's eyes opened wider, in a bit of disbelief 
herself. She then turned her back to me, looking over her 
shoulder to keep eye contact with me as she did. She pulled 
her long straight black hair away that covered the 
embroidery on the back of her blouse. It was a bat! Clearly 
similar to the bat carving I'd seen in the Lost Kingdom 
above. | heard her ask again her question. She turned back 
to face me again. | pointed up to where the lion had gone. 
Trying to let her know that | knew about the bats. It was 
certain that they didn't understand but that didn't stop me 
from trying to tell about the bats I'd seen. 


| used hand gestures, clumsy ones, to tell my tale of flapping 
bats flying away deep into the bat cave. At one point they 
all seemed to understand. The Captain nodded when the 
Princess turned toward him as if to confirm her 
understanding was the same as his. 


The Three Musketeers made sounds of approval in the 
unrecognizable words they were using. 


The Princess said something that apparently meant we 
should all climb the rope ladder to the Lost Kingdom and the 
Lion's den. 


| hadn't intended for us to do that when | was pointing to the 
bat cave. That's where the lion lives and | wanted to cut 
down on visiting the lion. 


All of them, the Princess too, started for the ladder. They 
stopped after a couple of steps and looked back at me 
expectantly. | hadn't moved, unaware that | was not only 
invited but required. 


| was pretty sure | didn't want to go back up to the lions den 
even with my new "friends". They didn't seem to have any 
more steaks with them. | 


felt the lion was probably satiated for now, possibly even 
sleeping after a good meal. It might also still be munching 
and not appreciate company during dinner. Regardless, | 
wasn't dressed for visiting, adventure or travel. | shook my 
head, turned my back to them and went to my clothes. 


| could feel their stares at my back as | walked. A breeze 
across my backside reminded me that | was mooning them. | 
flushed with embarrassment. 


| let my bravado carry me forward. | continued my march as 
if | was used to running around buck naked. Whatever 
courage | had left was in my clothes. 


| felt | couldn't go anywhere with anyone until | had some 
fabric on me. | pulled on my semi-dry britches and Scout 
Shirt. | didn't bother with the underwear or the t-shirt, just 
stuffed them into my day pack. | slipped my kerchief in my 
back pocket and looped the belt onto the trousers as | 
walked back to the group. 


They had watched me with great interest while | dressed. 
That is what inspired my getting only half dressed. They 
seemed patient but weren't leaving without me. The more 
clothes | put on the more "overdressed" | felt. These folks 
weren't wearing much more than front and back kerchiefs 
themselves. 


If | was to be "one" of them, | wanted to be dressed more like 
them. I'd already gone too far for that just by putting my 
pants on. | hurried back. | felt my apprehension shift to a 
intrepid excitement. 


| found | was almost looking forward to traveling with these 
strange people. | think I'd been alone too long already and 
these were humans and they seemed to know what they 
were doing. 


In moments | was back standing with the three Musketeers, 
the Princess and the Captain by the rope ladder. 


All 5 of them studied my clothing and marveled at them. 
They all seemed to be asking questions about the clothes at 
the same time. 


The Princess was most fascinated by the patches. | couldn't 
make out what any of the others were asking or talking 
about. It was a several seconds of me being baffled and 
unable to answer before they shrugged, shook their heads, 
and quit trying. 


Aramis just stared at me like he expected to read the 
answers in my eyes. | blinked at him about the same time 
the Captain pointed his spear at my fallen pike. He seemed 
to think | would want it. | didn't want the pike. It didn't have 
a loop like theirs did. There would be no way to hold onto it 
while climbing the ladder. 


| guessed he meant | needed a weapon so | quickly fished 
out my ax and showed it to him. He shook his head and 
pointed at the spear again. He gave some kind of 
explanation that | didn't understand but it sounded 
important. | put the ax back and fetched the pike. The 
Captain nodded in approval. We were starting to 
communicate. Humans do speak a "common language". 
Hand signs can cross over language barriers. 


Human sounds, even when the words are unknown, convey 
"intent"..questioning, challenging, commenting, are all fairly 
easy to interpret. 


It seemed that we were to climb the ladder one at a time. 
The Princess went first dangling her basket from one of the 
loop handles. 


While she was climbing | retrieved some of the fiber I'd cut 
off from the knotted rope. Using the twine | fashioned a 
crude loop and swiftly lashed it to the pike. Princess made it 
to the top faster than it took to finish my loop. 


The guys waited for me. When | looked up from my task it 
was obvious | was to be next. Seemed no point and no 
method to argue about it so! looped my pike on my arm, 
thru my day pack over my shoulder and scrambled up the 
ladder myself. 


As | stepped onto the veranda the first thing | noticed is that 
there was no lion. The next thing | noticed was the Princess 
picking up the fish bones I'd been drying. She put them ina 
small pouch that appeared from behind her loincloth. 


| had no objection. | would have gifted them to her if I'd 
known she liked dried fish bones. 


The Princess seemed to be inspecting the place noticing the 
disturbances | had created. The wood stump beside the 
stone table, the remnants of my fire were noted. She looked 
me in the eye while motioning to each of the effects | had 
left during my previous visit. Her arm swept about with the 
grace of the game show presenter turning the letters on 
"Concentration". 


| found her motion to be enchanting, her gentle questioning 
voice sounded like the tinkle of sweet bells to me. Her voice 
mixed with the tingling baubles on her bracelets. 


| caught her intent. She was asking if | Knew anything about 
these disturbances. | nodded and she nodded back. It 
obviously wasn't a problem as long as it had an explanation. 
| wanted to ask her name. | had no idea how to do that. | let 
the idea go when the other guys started crossing onto the 
veranda and | had to move deeper into the cove to get out 
of the way. 


| was guessing we were approaching late morning, going on 
noonish. | had everything stuffed in my day pack including 
my watch. I'd hadn't thought of winding it lately and now 
didn't seem like an appropriate moment either. Awkwardly | 
moved from spot to spot staying away from the other guys 
as they filed into the grotto. For a moment | thought they 
had forgot about me. They conversed idly amongst 
themselves. They seemed to all be examining the lost 
kingdom as if they had not been here in a long time. | 
gathered that they were pleased at the evidence that little 
had changed since whenever they had been here last. 


Porthos went to the table, blew the dust off the top of the 

big jar on the stone table. He leaned his spear against the 
table, holding it in place with one leg. It seemed a practiced 
technique. The sharp stone tip of the spear worked like a can 


opener as Porthos turned the jar against the point. The wax 
seal peeled off in a serpentine curl. He left the curl on the 
table then carried the unsealed jar toward the back, into the 
darker sections of the cove near the arches. 


Aramis was gathering some wood and placing it in the fire 
pit. It was beginning to look like we were making camp. | 
was confused and mostly tried to stay out of the way. 


The Captain took a position that let him overlook the beach. 
He seemed to be watching for something that didn't appear, 
whatever it may have been. 


The Princess came back to the table shortly after Aramis 
departed for the darker shadowed area. She picked up a 
couple of the smaller jars and blew the dust off them. She 
seemed to be reading the pictures on them as if they were 
labels. She found one she liked and motioned for Athos to 
come over. 


Athos had just been standing there, seemingly awaiting 
instructions. Kinda like me, except | had a feeling that he 
was doing what he was supposed to be and not confused as | 
was. Athos positioned his spear in "can opener" position. 


The Princess used Athos spear ,as he held it in place, to peel 
the wax seal off her chosen jar letting the wax fall to the 
table. Then Princess used the tip of the spear to pry the cork 
from the jar. She handed the jar to Athos who gathered his 
spear and jaunted back toward Aramis. 


At the back in the shadow Aramis was pouring some thick 
liquid from the big jar into the holes on the pillar that | had 
assumed were to hold torches. Coming right behind him with 
his spear dangling from his wrist was Athos. At each pillar , 
adorned with an animal carving, Athos sprinkled some 


powder from the smaller jar into the same torch hole that 
Aramis had poured liquid. 


The two of them had made it to the furthest back section, to 
the pillar | had not seen yet. It was the darkest archway of 
them all, the one that gave me the "willys" last time so | had 
avoided it. 


| could barely see them back there. | wandered over to one 
of the stone seats around the central fire pit with my pack. | 
thought the most useful thing | could do was to finish 
getting my gear ready for whatever was coming next. It was 
bright daylight in my chosen seat. Perfect for seeing and 
sorting out my pack mess. 


There was a flash of red, complete with sparks, like a small 
fireworks. It wasn't much of an effect. Had a little "shoosht" 
sound to it and a flame flickered from the first pillars "torch 
hole". It was an "oil lamp" built into the pillar that once it 
was aflame illuminated both the arch and the carving of a 
giant snake. 


The flash and sound attracted our attention. We all looked. 
No one was disturbed by the event. | took that as my cue to 
just continue observing. | imagined that they had some kind 
of chemical ignition caused by the sprinkles of the powder 
into the liquid. | didn't know what could make such a 
catalytic occurrence, but | was no chemist. Moments later 
the second pillar ignited above the carving of the Bird 
creature. It did look a little like my Eagle patch, vaguely. 
Athos and Porthos were at the last pillar, the one with the 
fish carving when the third pillar ignited. Again | looked up. 
The third pillar also had a carving. It was a lion. Somehow, | 
wasn't as surprised as | should have been. There was a cove, 


cave, or stone room dedicated to a lion. There had been a 
lion. There was a room dedicated to bats..there had been 
bats. "Was there a fish in the fish room, a bird in the bird 
room, and/or a snake in the snake room?". It was actually 
three thoughts jumbled together into one...or one thought 
that should have been three. "Fish, Bird, Snake, Lion, Bat", | 
was getting an idea. In the Scouts we had animal symbols 
that represented our rank or affiliations. Tiger,Wolf, Bear, 
Lion, Eagle, were Scout symbols maybe these animals had 
some similar connotation to these people. 


Didn't seem like "rank" could be what the animal totem 
meant. Perhaps these animals represented tribal clans. Most 
Indian tribes have clans within their tribe. The Bear Clan, 
The Wolf Clan, The Eagle Clan..were pretty common clan 
names within most tribes. There are actually a lot of clans 
lesser known, fish clan, snake clan, coyote clan, crow clan, 
etc. It would make sense that these animals carved on the 
pillars would be clan figures. There were five people in this 
group and five animals, that sorta fit my theory. The part 
that didn't fit was the Princess was the only one with animal 
symbols upon her. Another thing that didn't quite fit ,in my 
speculation, was that symbols don't usually have the actual 
animal as seems to be the case here. | was pretty sure that 
we were preparing for some sort of ceremony as the last two 
pillars ignited one after the other. 


Aramis had finished stacking wood on the fire pit not 
disturbing my cooking slab. | took that as polite although he 
probably just didn't consider it important enough to move. 
Athos and Porthos came over the pit. Porthos poured some 
amber goo over the fire then replaced the cork on his jar 
taking it back to the stone table as he did. 


Athos paused a moment then from a respectable distance 
tossed some of his black sprinkles onto the wetted wood. 
Athos acted like a person throwing a match on gasoline. | 
anticipated a similar reaction as the powder landed in the 
goo, but nothing happened. Athos recapped his jar and also 
took it back to the stone table. Both guy wrapped their 
respective wax rings back around their jars melting it back 
in place with warmth of their hands. 


| heard flapping sounds coming from the bat cave. The light, 
smoke, and activity had disturbed the bats, who ..no doubt 
had moved deeper into the darkness away from us. The fire 
pit erupted into flame with a slight "whomfh" sound. There 
was a bright flash and shower of sparks. The Captain turned 
around to face the fire as stern as ever. The other guys 
cheered as the fire crackled enthusiastically. 


The Princess was standing not far away looking at my pack 
items | had had scattered on the seat beside me while 
sorting. | could see the deep intellectual curiosity that | 
myself must have shown from time to time. I'd been accused 
of it by my friends whenever | was being "sciency". The 
expression | saw on her face and in her eyes must be what 
that "sciency look" is like from this side. 


| saw a chance for us to get to Know each other a little 
better. Her curiosity about me and my "stuff" matched mine 
about her and her "guardians". | beckoned for her to come 
closer. | tried to imitate her grandiose hand expressions in 
welcoming her to play with anything | had laid out.. She 
gave me a quizzical glance at my comedic motion before 
returning her gaze to the other toys. 


Without touching a single item she perused the odd 
collection of what must have been strange and mysterious 


things. Yet, she seemed to be looking for something in 
particular. 


It didn't take her long to find it either. She reached out with 
focused intent to my neckerchief slide. She picked it up and 
studied it most intently. Her expression was soft, gentle like 
the carving was a kitten. She looked thru the hole where the 
neckerchief would go. Indicating the drilled hole she softly 
asked a question that | took to mean, "what is this for?". | 
extended my left hand for her to give it to me while my right 
Snatched my neckerchief. She seemed mildly taken aback at 
my quick action. 


The Princess handed me the cougar slide quickly like one 
who was returning a stolen item they had been caught with. 


| had momentarily forgotten that these people viewed my 
neckerchief as a weapon. My accidental spear snatch had 
impressed them. My snapping it and creating the cracking 
sound added to it's mighty power. With deliberate effort | 
again made my gestures grandiose in imitation of her silky 
style. | hoped that in such a way | could dispel the moment 
of fear | had caused. | felt bad about that. | flipped the scarf 
around leaving only a triangle with the Boy Scout emblem 
displayed. Deftly | draped it around my neck ,as | had 
hundreds of times, then fed the two scarf ends thru the hole 
in the woggle and ran it up in place under my neck. My 
neckerchief hung stylishly on my bare chest under the collar 
of the open scout shirt. In my haste to get dressed | had not 
taken the time to button my shirt nor had it been a pressing 
matter up to now. 


As soon as the slide was in place | threw open my arms ina 
"ta-da". The Princess was delighted clapped her hands 

approvingly, smiled and giggled a little. Her eyes twinkled 
with delight. | was charmed. | drew the cougar slide off my 


kerchief and handed it to her as a gift. She caught my idea 
and accepted the slide with both hands and a delightful 
smile that seemed to light the already bright area. Then she 
nodded her head demurely and wordlessly that | took to 
mean "thank you" in the most dignified manner I'd ever 
seen. She rose gracefully and went to her basket. 


She withdrew a cloth almost the same color color and shade 
as the basket itself. | presumed that they were both made of 
the same material. | had thought it was bamboo, but now | 
began to think that perhaps it was some other plant. 
Another subject | needed to know more about. The making 
of cloth, paper, and other soft goods. | Knew next to nothing 
about the subject and could only marvel at those who did. 


The Princess twirled her cloth, a little larger than my 
kerchief, in the fashion | had demonstrated. She had rolled 
her cloth flawlessly and with her usual elegance of 
movement drifted it around her neck. She brought the tips 
of her new kerchief together by capturing the floating ends 
in a pinch between two forefingers. She brought the slide up 
the cloth to position under her neck as | had. Watching her 
move was like being at the ballet. | felt | was being 
hypnotized as her long black hair swayed when she tossed 
her head. 


The cloth floated around her neck and under her hair like 
synchronized swimming. It was almost one smooth motion 
as the slide rose up the coiled cloth to nestle at the base of 
her neck. A soft "whoa" whispered out from me involuntarily. 
The Princess repeated my "ta da" pose even saying my 
words like it was a required part of wearing a kerchief, "ta 
da". 


My smile almost split my face in half then broke out in my 
own little giggle. | stifled it quickly. Her eyes twinkled at me 


as she spun away bounding over to the stone table. 


She grabbed another jar off the table. It was one of the small 
ones that didn't have a wax seal. She held it up so the other 
guys could see it. 


That was their cue to take a position by one of the lit pillars. 
Like the guards at Buckingham palace they stood under the 
lamps holding their spears upright beside them. 


The Princess lowered the jar she was holding with both 
hands to point at me with it. She nodded toward the pillar at 
the back with no one in front of it. | took that to mean | was 
to take that empty position. 


Swiftly | swept everything back into the pack, clearing the 
seat. | dropped the pack by the chair as | hustled into my 
indicated place. Using my crude pike | mimicked the other 
guys not understanding how | became involved in whatever 
we were doing. 


There were 5 arches and 5 people... "how would they do the 
ceremony if | wasn't here?" | could only guess that the 
original intent was to leave one arch open, unguarded. | 
could see clearly the fire pit and the Princess. | could also 
see all four of the other guys. I'd have thought the angles 
would be poor for that but they weren't. My view in all 
directions, except into the dark room themselves, was 
unobstructed. 


My assigned place was by the lion pillar at the furthest back 
of the cove. I'd danced with the lion twice already. | was 
pretty sure the cat was not impressed with my prowess. 
Neither was | and | wasn't looking forward to a rematch. | 
suddenly had a twinge of fear tickle my spine as | thought, 
“what if us pillar men are sacrifices?". We just stand here like 
idiots while some giant creature is summoned to pick one as 


dinner. That made sense to me. It would explain how a giant 
lion could be fed. | hadn't seen any other giant creatures, 
only a lion. 


One giant creature was enough for me to believe in another 
or even five others. | was involved in something | knew 
nothing about. That was also discomforting. These people 
had been surprisingly unsuspicious of me. | wouldn't say 
that they trusted me but they have included me. | got the 
sense that | was supposed to already "know" what we were 
doing. Somehow my scout emblems had been construed to 
mean that | was "one of them". 


There was no place to run to although | could dash off at will. 
| suppressed the urge to do just that. | determined to brave 
it out, bluff my way through, even battle a giant lion if that 
was to be my fate. 


From this point on | had no past, no future, only this 
moment..standing here with my pike, watching, waiting, and 
clueless. 


My brain flipped thru the limited encyclopedia of knowledge 
| had. Instead of my life flashing before my eyes it was 
everything | had seen, read, or heard about native 
cultures..giant beasts, strange rituals, history and pre- 
history, including cartoons. Nothing seemed relevant to 
what | was doing. In short order | had reviewed my limited 
knowledge base to no avail. | was left hearing the enigmatic 
voice of Bugs Bunny ringing in my mind, "What's up, Doc?". 


| hadn't had much in the way of "worldly experience" 
outside of National Geographic magazines. 


| realized that | had already decided these people were some 
native Indian tribe. At this awkward moment | remembered 
the phrase, "Appearances can be deceiving". | not sure who 


said that, Ben Franklin or Ripley but it made sense to 
consider it. 


These people may not be a tribe, or primitive, or from Earth 
for that matter. They were a little too "Earthy" to be from 
another planet. My Sci-Fi analysis dismissed that idea 
immediately. 


The few things that they had with them appeared "primitive" 
at first glance. | noted that their spears were straight, almost 
manufactured perfection and red. The red seemed to be an 
enhanced natural color of the wood they had used to fashion 
them. I'd held one of them for a bit and it was a heavy wood 
like Mahogany or Cherry wood. The stone spear tips were as 
functional as any metal ones could be. The lashings on the 
Spears, like the weave on the basket, were virtual perfection. 
The clothing they wore was made of some supple leather 
work and no stitching that | could see. 


Loincloths and blouse-vests don't require a lot of stitching. It 
seemed that the lack of stitching was a matter of choice as 
opposed to lacking the knowledge or ability. The delicate 
fine embroidery on the Princesses vestment belied that they 
didn't know how to sew. They had started a fire using some 
kind of chemical reaction that | was unfamiliar with. 


No, these were not primitive people. 


I'd been interfacing with these people as if they were from 
another time or place with nothing to justify that 
assumption. Just because they spoke a strange language 
doesn't mean they aren't locals. 


Perhaps their lack of curiosity about my technological items 
was because they already knew what they were. If so, they 
would not be interested in my compass, flashlight, 
magnifying glass and such. That would mean that these are 


“modern people". That conclusion was flawed even as | 
thought it. They had not been familiar with the camera. As 
soon as | remembered the camera | wanted it. | dashed for 
my bag, rummaged thru quickly grabbing the camera. The 
Princess caught my eye as she stopped in mid-action. She 
gave me a disapproving frown at being away from my post, 
literally. | scampered back to my place as she returned to 
dramatically prying the cork off the jar in her hand. 


| took a chance and took a picture. The loud mechanical 
click gave me away and all 5 glowered at me. Abashed, | 
slipped the camera in my shirt pocket. | did my best military 
"Snap" to attention to diffuse the moment. | guessed that I'd 
done a good enough "snap" for they all returned to whatever 
we had been doing before my untimely distraction. 


My mind was weary of unanswerable questions. Its 
surprising how fatigued one can be just from not being able 
to answer any question. | felt a kinship to the animals of the 
world attempting to comprehend the actions and intent of 
humans they might encounter. | was in a vacuum of 
knowledge that was seriously handicapping my survival 
planning. Humans use intelligence and knowledge as their 
main survival tool. 


| had intelligence but no knowledge. | could see how "over- 
thinking" might be a handicap. Thinking about things that 
don't have answers was wasting my intellectual resources. 
"Observation" would be my only hope to "education". Once | 
had learned something, maybe | could use it to "rescue 
myself". So, | stood and watched like the kid | was. 


Xl: Smoke 


My sixth senses were active. | could feel behind me the 
empty space where | was sure the lion was. | moved aside to 
strategically place the pillar directly behind my back. The 
other guys were already doing that. The pillars made sense 
to me now. The fire would probably keep most animals away 
and the pillar would prevent a surprise attack. 


"Surprise Attack", were words that occasionally would repeat 
in my mind, like a record skipping. | shook it off each time 
and kept the pillar behind me tight to my back. 


It was daylight, bout noonish, yet the fires on the pillars did 
illuminate the shadowy areas we were in. It gave the back 
area of the cave a warm almost homey feel with an orangish 
glow cast by the flames. The larger fire in the pit out front 
wasn't for lighting nor for cooking since we had no food. The 
purpose for having a large fire in the fire pit wasn't apparent 
in the daylight. My cooking stone was heating. | 
remembered my stolen catfish and the breakfast that got 
away. My tummy agreed with a sympathetic gurgle. 


The Princess tossed a handful of dusty powder over the fire. 
In mid flight the dust sparkled for a second before billowing 
into a cloud of multicolored smoke. | don't think I'd ever 
seen anything quite like that. It was beautiful but it also 
obscured the vision of almost everything. The smoke wasn't 
just a puff, it kept growing. | couldn't tell if the Princess was 
throwing more dust on the fire or if the one handful was 
enough. Sure seemed like a lot of smoke for such a small 
amount of whatever that was. 


The breeze that ran thru the narrow canyon pushed the 
smoke away from the edge back toward us "guards" at the 
pillars and past the archways into the unknowns beyond. 
There was no distinctive scent to the smoke besides that of 


burning wood. | felt no effects from the smoke besides a 
Slight irritation of my eyes, which passed quickly. 


When | refocused on the Princess she was watching a small 
whirlwind of smoke standing above the flames of the fire. 
That seemed odd to me. I'd seen plenty of dust devils, which 
were similar in form. This was a "smoke devil" above a fire 
pit. A mini-tornado of fire and gray smoke that didn't wisp 
away as a dust devil would. The funnel kept going, as if it 
had a life of it's own. 


The Princess said something, a softly asked question, to the 
smoke funnel. | heard the words, "you are correct". It almost 
sounded like my voice but it came from the little fire 
tornado. It was also in English! 


The smoke creature speaks English! 


| wasn't sure which was most astonishing, that a smoke 
creature speaks..that there are talking tornadoes..or that it 
speaks English to someone who doesn't! This was a mind- 
boggling moment. 


In all the things | had imagined this had not even been on 
the list! | had nothing but wonder and amazement that 
combined to stun even a thought from forming. | glanced at 
the other guys to see if they had seen and heard what | was 
experiencing. | thought maybe the colored smoke had 
caused an hallucination. They just stood there watching the 
fire. | couldn't tell if they were hallucinating or not. | turned 
my attention back to the Princess talking to the smoke 
thing. 


She said something else that sounded more like information. 


The smoke thing, that | mentally nicknamed "Smoky" 
responded in English again. "The Bat is very old and will not 


be with us much longer. Her children are many and hunger, 
that is why they have been visiting your people at night. 
Your people cannot feed them all. If they remain here they 
will not find enough food and all will perish, your people too. 
They need to be scattered to the 4 winds which their mother 
is unable to do". 


All of that had been in English, kinda sounded like my 
grandfather. Yet, the Princess seemed to understand 
completely. Could it be that these people actually did speak 
English but pretended not to? That didn't seem possible. 
Their "act" was too good, too complete for them to be just 
pretending. There had to be some other answer to how the 
Princess could be understanding a smoke creature speaking 
English when she doesn't. The best answer was that none of 
what | was witnessing was real..but, | could hear it, see it, 
feel the wind.. | seemed awake and holding my pike/spear. It 
all "felt" real...just "not possible". 


| was just starting to grasp the whole concept of "the bat", 
the idea that there was special "bat" made me realize that a 
"giant" bat was most probable.. like a giant lion. 


| hardly had time to review the portends of that 
consideration when the Princess did a movement similar to 
the wing flapping of a ballerina in Swan lake, then a Hula 
Dancers two hands to the sky, finishing with holding her 
hands before her as if expecting "Smoky" to hand her 
something. 


She asked a question during this illustrative dance that 
appeared to be something similar to "how ,between heaven 
and earth, are we suppose to do that?" or "bats can fly, we 


can't, how do we chase them"... best interpretations | could 
come up with. 


Both interpretations meant that scattering bats was 
something they weren't prepared for. Come to think of it, 
“bat chasing" wasn't on my "to do" list either. The idea that 
it might be a giant bat was also alarming. 


| remembered that Smoky had mentioned "her children".. 
how many giant bats are we talking about? | could see why 
the Princess might think this is a daunting mission. 


| felt my own sanity slip a little. Giant lions, giant bats, 
talking smoke, lost kingdoms, all beyond even my childfs 
credulity. The only comfort came from that little piece of 
civilized sanity that lives deep inside me. 


| was sure I'd seen a movie or Tv show that could give me 
clue to whats going on, if only | could remember it. 


| had considered this was a "Twilight Zone", still the best | 
had to go on. None of the Twilight Zone episodes was like 
this. This was "something else", not a "Zone".. maybe a 
"time" or an “alternate reality". Was it a Sci-Fright movie | 
was trying to remember or maybe one of those "Swords and 
Sorcery" films? | didn't know, couldn't tell, but when | did 
remember then | would be "ok", | would know what to do. 
Until then, | was "along for the ride". 


There was something deeply disturbing about my situation. 
The foundations of my version of "reality" was crumbling. | 
was no longer sure if | was awake and sane or in a coma and 
dreaming. 


Hallucination seemed acceptable.. I'd worry about who my 
imaginary friends are after | get past the imaginary smoke 
creature talking to the imaginary Princess. 


That would mean that I'm not really in a "lost kingdom" at 
the bottom of narrow canyon somewhere in the Arizona 
desert.. 


So, "where was I?". It's a slippery slope when "where" you 
are isn't "real" then "who" you "think" you are, might not be 
"real" either! 


Maybe | was really one of these people all along who 
imagined an entire other life? Fortunately my Scout shirt 
said otherwise. The shirt was "real", the scouts were 
real..therefore... "this" that | was experiencing was "real". | 
heard a whispered voice of some inner wise one deep down 
inside that said, "you should pay attention". 


Smoky spoke again, "Encourage the Great Snake to move 
into the cave of the Bat, then her children will be driven out 
into the night and seek new places to sleep." 


That was it! I'd "had it", so to speak and snapped. | dashed 
out toward Smoky shouting "Snake, Great Snake?" Without a 
thought | fired off a sharp series of questions at Smoky, no 
longer caring if it was real or not.. 


It sooke English and it gave answers.. close enough! "What 

are you talking about?, How come you speak English?, Who 
are you? Who are they? Where am |? Whats going on here?" 
I'd used up my breath, each question being shouted louder 

than the one before used a lot of air. | stood there before the 
smoke monster, or whatever it was, out of questions and out 
of place. 


It answered as | worked to recover my breath and my 
demeanor. "| am not speaking English, | am not speaking a 
language at all. The sounds that I'm making are the primal 


sounds of nature. We are always speaking, in the sound of 
insects, in the wind, in every bark, click, roar, and cry made 
by every living creature. | am the Earth, the movement of 
stone,the drifting of sand, | am the water , gurgles of the 
brook and every wave that crashes upon the shore. 


It is your own mind that interprets these sounds into 
language. It is your own primal nature that is seeing nature 
personified.. | am smoke, nothing more. | am the knowing. | 
am the emptiness. | am you. | am she. | am they. | am the 
beasts of the land. | am the creatures of the sky. | am the 
minions of the sea. Yet, | am not at all but the sound of life. | 
am the spark within all life. | have been since the beginning 
of time. You are one of life. She is one of life. All is one of life. 


| hear the sounds you make as they vibrate my existence 
and move the smoke. | feel your heart pound and the blood 
pulse in your veins. All that | am exists within you. It is in 
this moment that we are all one." 


Strangely enough all that mystic babble actually made 
sense to me. 


The voice | was hearing did sound like my own. It also didn't 
actually sound like it came from outside me. All my ears 
could really discern was the sound of the wind. 


The wind oscillating in and out of the caverns and arches 
taking on tones and echos like a voice with pitch and 
modulation. The creation of sound by the movement of the 
wind like blowing across empty bottles. It can create music, 
or language. All language is just sounds that we interpret as 
words. This method of communication crossed the language 
barrier. It was an empathic way of sharing information using 
our basic primal instinct that recognizes the sounds buried 
in our genetic memory. 


There is no way ,that | know of, to explain what this 
experience was besides "enlightening". 


The ancient Indians spoke to the spirits of animals, trees, 
even a "Great Spirit". Whatever that was, "it" seemed to be 
here and now. It looked like smoke, sounded like the wind, 
spoke without speaking, listened without hearing and 
"knew" what | was asking. 


As hallucinations go | was having a "Jim Dandy". As a kid | 
didn't have any experience with hallucinations. This was 
probably my first one. Maybe that Rainbow trout | ate was a 
hallucinogenic fish.. the effects took a long time to "kick in". 
| was pretty sure that wasn't the cause of my hallucination, 
but it was my only real suspect. Unless there was something 
in the water. Maybe there was some kind of chemical in the 
water from some industrial pollution upstream. 


That hypothesis made the most sense to me and | accepted 
that I'd somehow ingested something that makes one 
hallucinate like the legendary peyote of old. 


Maybe this smoke was Peyote smoke and getting me 
"tripping". 


That HAD to be the answer.. we were all "tripping". 


| didn't know anything about peyote, how it works, what it 
does, or if it can make a sparkly rainbow smoke that talks or 
not. 


My vast ignorance about almost everything was becoming a 
serious detriment to my survival. I'd learned, in school, that 
many different tribes used different plants, even poisonous 
toads, to create hallucinogenic potions or brews. I'd heard 
that smoking some things can cause hallucinations. 


XII: The Mission 


It made sense that breathing the smoke of one of those 
things could cause a "mass hallucination". These Indians 
and | were having a shared hallucination.. or were we? 


| had decided that they must be Indians, of what tribe | 
couldn't tell.. but | was sure that was what they had to be. 
The other guys at their posts hadn't done anything but 
watch. Swiftly | glanced over at them and they were still at 
their posts watching me and Smoky "chat". 


| looked at the Princess. She was standing at the far side of 
the fire pit her arms outstretched as if guiding or blocking 
the wind or being "one with it". She was also looking at me. | 
think we both realized that we could talk to each other using 
this smoke thing for a translator. We also knew that Smoky 
wasn't here to help us exchange pleasantries. 


There was obviously something far more pressing and 
important at hand. 


Smoky was still answering my original battery of questions 
as if | had a right to know and it had all of time to speak it's 
mind. 


"This place, like many across the Earth, is a point where life 
connects to each other. It is the place that is a moment. In 
this moment of place we share our common bonds and all is 
unhidden.", spoke the voice of Smoky. 


| wasn't sure the Smoke Spirit was still talking to me 
although | heard what it said. It didn't make any sense nor 
answer any of my questions. If it was trying to tell me "where 
| was" that answer was pretty vague. 


Without further elaboration Smoky continued ,seemingly 
ignoring whatever the had Princess asked or said, during his 
speech. 


| heard her ask something that ,oased on her arm motions, 
had something to do with the snake I'd heard about. 


She seemed to have a dance move for everything she said 
or asked. Those motions had been so illustrative that they 
had made our communications much easier and clearer. 


Perhaps this was some special talent of hers that allowed her 
to summon Smoke Spirits and befriend Giant Lions. T 


he Smoke creature undulated with the wind. It seemed to 
have wisp like arms that moved and swayed much like the 
elegant movements of the Princess. 


| could see a similarity although it could also have been an 
imagined similarity. 


"The Great Bat and her children feed upon the blood of other 
creatures. Most other creatures upon the Earth are gone. The 
few remaining are scattered far and wide. 


Her children can survive if they can find those other 
creatures. They will not hunt if they are full from feeding on 
the people. 


The people will not survive if the bats keep feeding upon 
them." Smokey didn't seem to need to breathe and didn't 
pause as it described a course of action. 


Smokey entered into a soliloquy, "The world has changed. 


The great seas have disappeared leaving a lifeless desert. 


The air has changed making it hard for the large beasts to 
breath. 


Most of them are no more. The last of the animals are smaller 
and far away. Here, in this place, five of the large beasts 
found the air within this narrow gorge breathable." 


| felt that finally | had learned something that was useful. 
Smoky had said, "the air had changed". That would explain 
this hallucination and maybe everything else. 


The tale Smoky was sharing was becoming increasingly odd. 
| found myself listening as an attentive student. 


"The last of the people have been caring for the last of the 
animals for together they have survived the changing of 
times and bonded as friends.h, Smoky shared his far 
reaching knowledge. 


Had | just heard Smoky say "the last of the people"? What 
did that mean? Where did all the people go? Did | miss 
something? Is that why nobody came to rescue me, they are 
all gone? That can't be true.. there are billions of people on 
the planet. All the people could not have just disappeared in 
the last few days! 


"The Great Lion has become your friend." | knew that Smoky 
was talking to the Princess because the Lion and | weren't 
"friends". 


Speak of the devil and he appears. We all heard the lion roar 
as if invited to our conversation. He seemed to know we 
were talking about him. Even if he didn't know, his roar was 
perfectly timed. 


Smoky never skipped a beat. "The bats cannot feed upon 
the Great Snake but it can feed upon them. 


The Great Snake has awakened from it's long sleep and is 
hungry. Even now it stalks the lion who is too weak from 
hunger to defend itself from the Snakes powerful coils. 


As long as the Great Bat resides within this place her 
children will not leave. There are more of their kind in the far 
dark reaches of the Earth. 


The bats fear the Great Rainbow Snake ,for he would 
consume them all. They will flee far from him thus returning 
to the world. 


When the Great Bat has become sustenance for the Great 
Snake, your people will be saved." 


| wasn't liking the way this was going. Everybody was 
hungry, including us, and we were "food" to the bats! This 
can't be good. 


My thoughts stumbled about with each sentence Smoky 
uttered, "| have summoned you all here because it is time to 
leave this place forever. 


The people have kept the last of these great beasts from 
perishing. Now they are old, and alone. 


The Great Magnificent Raptor can barely fly.. it pines for one 
of it's own kind, it's calls are not answered. 


The people can no longer interfere. The people must allow 
the cat and the bird to meet. To save them both, nature must 
be allowed to balance itself." 


Smoky had a complete lack of diplomacy. It was very factual, 
almost robotic in it's statements. It sooke as if granting only 
the most elementary information to us. It's tone was as if we 
should already know everything it was saying. 


| inferred that Smoky may have been disappointed that we 
hadn't "figured all this out" without him. | was probably 
reading an emotion into what the smoky talking thing that 
wasn't really there. 


After all | heard and learned, | wasn't really all that surprised 
to find out that there is giant old dying bird nearby. 


| was surprised to find out that | had been "summoned". | 
didn't remember getting a summons or a notice or even a 
"memo". | guessed that part wasn't really about me, or was 
it? | was "here", | was part of whatever this was.. was | 
summoned? Had that Mountain Lion been the messenger? 


Maybe it was the bat that startled me..and | it, a few days 
ago, that had been the harbinger? Did the coyote have 
anything to do with this..was it sent to steal my pack so that 
the Cougar would catch it? 


If | had been "summoned"..then, why? If | hadn't been 
summoned, what am |! doing here? | would get more answers 
by paying attention to Smoky than | would by pondering the 
imponderable. 


The smoke creature formed itself into wispy shadow versions 
of each creature as it "spoke". The changes were subtle, like 
the wind playing with the smoke. The forms were clear even 
in their constant motion and billowing shapes. Snake, Bird, 
Lion, Bat, and Fish were all as clear as the carvings on the 
pillars or the drawings on the walls. Primitive, fleeting, 
yet..distinctive visual depictions. Smoky shifted his 
nebulous form in time with his commentary. 


It's presentation to us, or "mission briefing" as it was 
sounding to be, was a monologue. Smoky didn't stop for 
questions, opinions, or input from any of us. Smoky made no 
effort to make sure we understood anything. 


| should have been taking notes. | had a feeling | was going 
to wish | had. 


Although everything | was seeing and hearing was 
incredible | "did" understand it! It was a "knowing" more 
than an knowledge. | did "feel" like | Knew what Smoky was 
talking about from some long distant past life or something. 


| grasped that nature has it's own balance that is ancient, 
tried and true. That course of nature, like water to the sea, 
must be allowed to find it's own way. Nature must be free to 
be natural. 


Great philosophers have expounded upon the depths of a 
concept so simple, so basic, so elemental that it escapes our 
ability to understand. 


Like a singularity in physics sounds so simple when one says 
the words. It gets quite complex, even undefinable when 
attempting to explain what a "singularity" might be. 


This basic mandate of balance to nature is as fundamental 
to life as gravity is to science and just as hard to define. 


One can feel the "call of the wild" without being able to 
explain it. One can feel the effect of gravity without being 
able to explain it. 


This "knowing" was that basic, that elemental.. the "root" or 
"base" the very foundation of nature itself. Because of this 
epiphany | could almost guess what instructions Smoky was 
about to give us. 


| was getting the idea of what had to happen before Smoky 
could tell us. How it could happen and what part we were to 
play in "restoring nature" was what we needed to know. 


Smoky was clear in his instructions, "Lead the Great Lion 
thru the Arch of the Magnificent Raptor. 


The cat will end the bird's sorrow and his own hunger. 

The Rainbow Serpent will Know and hunt the cat. 

The Great Lion will be your companion for the rest of it's life. 
Take it with you to the people. 


The lion will travel with the people as they follow the 
shadow of the sun, the flow of the river to places far away 
green with tall grasses and rich in fruit and small game." 
Smoky didn't bother to differentiate to whom it was 
speaking to. | got the impression that we were supposed to 
know. 


| knew it was talking to the Princess. 


There was no way the lion was going to follow any 
instructions from me. Smoky continued speaking, 
unconcerned if anyone was listening or not. | couldn't tell if 
any of the guys were listening, no one was taking notes nor 
moving. 


The Princess was actively involved as was I. | wasn't sure, 
anymore, if Smoky was answering my questions or hers, or 
ours. It was almost as if the message was always "there" to 
be heard. The answer "blowing in the wind". It all sounded 
like my own voice or my Grandfathers. | wondered what 
voice the Princess was hearing, or the other guys. What did 
"Smoky" sound like to them? 


"To take the Great Lion with you it will be necessary to leave 
thru the caverns of the Great Bat. 


The Rainbow Serpent will follow. 


You and the lion must be thru the caverns before nightfall 
when the Bat and her children awaken. 


You must move swiftly or the Great Snake will catch up to 
you. 


When the Great Bat and her children awaken to the Serpent 
within their lair they will flee into the night and never return 
for they will perceive the place as unsafe." Smoky was 
sounding like a fairy godmother, gbe home before midnight 
or the chariot turns back into a pumpkinh 


This was about the most insane mission I'd ever heard of. 


| was certain that | had nothing to do with great bats, 
snakes, or lions..or birds for that matter. | remembered the 
fish totem that Athos was standing by. If there was a great 
lion, bird, snake, and bat.. like the other totems, there had to 
be a "great fish". In a moment of exasperation and 
frustration | blurted out loud, "what about the fish?". 


The Princess asked something at the same time as | did. 


| still didn't understand anything she said. Her interpretative 
dance ,that accompanied most every thing she said, 
indicated that her question was about the Bat. 


Smoky seemed to have no trouble understanding both of us 
at the same time,"Worry not, with the children of the bat 
gone the serpent will seek water. 


The snake thrives in water. 


The cave swamp has not been sufficient to support it's great 
weight. It has become sluggish and weak. It's senses will 
lead it to the river. Once there it will follow the flow 
downstream. 


Great Saber toothed Salmon are on their way upstream. The 
snake and salmon will meet. 


When the fish migrate back to the sea the snake will follow 
them." Smoky got quiet for a second. 


Across the fire pit from each other the Princess and | locked 
eyes. | think we had the same question, "what am | doing 
here?" 


| jumped in on the silence and asked Sixty-four thousand 
dollar question, "What am | doing here?" | still wasn't sure 
that Smoky had ever actually answered "me", but | was sure 
that it could. | had a brief moment of wondering "what if it 
doesn't know either". 


Smoky answered immediately, "You perceive that you are 
here and you are because you perceive that you are. 


This place is not a place it is a thought, as all places are. 


It is not your thought, it is a story being told. It is a story you 
will tell. 


All lives are stories told by those who have lived them. 
You have wandered into this place, this story, this life, this 


purpose, this moment ,as water wanders to the sea following 
the call of the wild. 


You are here, | am here, they are here, we are here for all of 
us." 


XIll: Be Prepared 


Why is it that wispy sages always speak in metaphorical 
riddles? A lot of the Creature Feature shows I'd watched 
included a mysterious mystical person of the arcane arts 
who would tell the heroes some cryptic undecipherable 
warning. 


Smoky's answer was mystic babble without any real 
meaning or help to me. | was sure that whatever he had just 
Said was important and did answer my question. | should 
have worded my question better. | 


t's hard to be skeptical of wispy smoke creatures, once 
you've met one. It wasn't skepticism that was keeping me 
from understanding. | attribute my vast ignorance to, once 
again, keeping me from comprehending anything. 


Nothing was clear in my mind. | wasn't catching up fast 
enough nor was | going to get time. 


From behind me came the reverberating roar of the Great 
Lion. The roar echoed in the chambers. The blast of sound 
shook the Earth and stone walls. Flakes of stone slid off the 
sides of cavern. | Knew now what had created my cooking 
stone and all those other sheered slabs of rock around the 
cove. 


The roar startled me. | leaped across Smoky and the fire pit. 
There was no thought to my leap. It was fear reaction, primal 
and instantaneous. My eyes had been locked ina 
questioning gaze with the Princess when the Lion 


announced it's presence. That was where my body went 
when the sound struck me like a truck from behind. 


| imagine the force of the Lions bellow aided my mighty 
leap. | was grateful to not have jumped too far and gone off 
the cliff. 


I'm not sure if | caught the Princess or she caught me. Our 
arms were wrapped around each other, both being 
instinctively protective. 


The roar was like cannon fire inside the canyon, loud, 
explosive, debilitating. 


There is a legend that the roar of an African Lion can stun 
it's prey.. | believe it. 


Smoky, our wispy wise friend vaporized as | leaped thru him 
as if he had never been there at all. 


| soun from the Princesses arms to face the lion again. | was 
no bolder than before. The lion's massive size only a fire pit 
away caused me to despair of victory. 


| saw the other guys spring to action, spears in hand ready 
to challenge or attack the lion.. to throw down their lives in 
battle with the mighty beast. 


If the lion attacked we were all doomed. Smoky's idea that 
the lion be our friend, that we should travel with lion, we 
were to lead the lion... was all just "smoke". It did not seem 
like anyone had informed the lion of our great plan! It was 
no comfort to see the alarm and battle stances of my 
guardian comrades. Were we to throw down our lives to 
defend the Princess, ourselves, or all the above? This was 
beyond crazy! I'm no "lion tamer". 


The guys kept their spears pointed at the lion, crouched as if 
they intended to attack on command. | saw no hope of 
defeating this monster even if all six of us engaged at once. 


The lion noted the challenge of the men, he "chuffed" at 
them in apparent disdain then shook his head. His mane 
whipped the air. 


The lion was so huge that just his mane could knock a man 
down. | could feel the wind he created with a shake of his 
head clear across the cove from him. | thought, "Now, would 
be a good time for Smoky to reappear and say something to 
the lion". 


| don't know what Smoky was or what it was made of, but | 
was pretty sure that leaping thru it sent him away. | almost 
had time to consider that my panic leap may have screwed 
up everything and now we are all going to die! 


The lion crouched also, a definite "ready to battle" stance. 
He growled most menacingly at the guards who 
courageously held their ground. The lions eyes narrowed as 
his lips curled back displaying fangs half the length of a 
mans arm. The muscles of the great cat tightened and 
rippled along the length of it's body. It's tufted tail twitched 
Snapping back and forth like a cobra's dance. It's eyes 
seemed to turn red as it's anger grew. I'm sure it was a trick 
of the firelight, but it was a scary thing to see. 


Jumping off the cliff suddenly seemed like a good idea. | 
glanced over my shoulder at the cliff edge. It would be an 
easy hop followed by a twenty foot fall onto a sandy beach. 
A vague image flashed across my mind of diving for the 
Princess and throwing us both off the cliff. My rational self 
immediately dismissed that picture as about the most 
suicidal idea I'd had yet. 


The Princess began to sing a lilting song. Her voice clear and 
enchanting like a nightingale. 


The music of her voice like a crystal chime filled the acoustic 
chamber of the cove. dynamic as an opera soprano her 
wordless song distracted all of us, even the lion. 


The Princess played her voice like a symphony, making the 
sounds of every instrument Nature has. Birdsong, Frog bass, 
Cricket chirp, kitten mews, the thrum of Locusts, thunder of 
the herds, and more, all intertwined like a Mozart 
composition. It was an astonishing performance. | was 
amazed. Not only had I never heard or imagined such a 
thing it was hard to believe that a human could imitate all 
those intricate sounds at all. 


She swayed with her song. Mesmerizing fluidic movements 
as if she was water or smoke herself. She was performing a 
hypnotizing ballet on the little ledge between the fire pit 
and the cliff edge. 


The lions snarl dropped. His face moot of emotion as his eyes 
followed the Princesses dance. The guardians were also 
enchanted watching the Princess without changing their 
cautious stance. 


Off to the side ,a touch behind the Princess, closer to the 
edge than she, her dance also enchanted me. Yet, from my 
vantage only | and the Princess could tell if the Lion was 
favorably effected. 


We must have looked like we had been hit with a stun ray. 
The Lion, the guardians and myself transfixed by the 
mystical song and magic dance. 


| could see the lion clearly. His eyes glassy, dark and deep. | 
felt | could see into his soul. In the great cats soul he was in 


love with the Princess. | "knew" he would not harm her. She 
was in no danger from the lion. WE, the guardians and | .. 
were not so safe. This information just "came" to me. 
Although there was no logic, nor science or explain how | 
"knew".. | just did. 


| was so sure that what | knew was correct, in fact, willing to 
bet my life on it. | understood that if we were far enough 
from the Princess that the lion would not consider us a 
threat to her. We would all be safe IF we all moved away 
from the Princess and the Lion. 


I'd have loved to do that, but | was somewhat trapped on the 
ledge with the Princess. The only way to get further from her 
was to get closer to the lion. That didn't sound like a really 
good idea. | wasn't sure how the lion would take my 
approach even if | tried it. | had a hunch he might not like 
me getting closer to him. Right now he was focused on the 
Princess, as were we all. 


This precious opportunity would not last long. If | could slide 
to my right | could duck into the nook with the drawings. If | 
moved at all the lion might react. | think we all felt that if we 
moved the lion might disapprove. Pretty sure that was 
correct, but something had to break the stalemate if we were 
going to get out of this tense situation. 


Once again the Princess had saved our worthless lives. | felt 
it was time to "repay" a bit. | had no idea how long the lion 
would be distracted, enchanted, "stunned". | didn't know 
how long the Princess could dance and sing, although it 
seemed we would all watch for as long as she did. 


| had no idea what the Princess was thinking. | couldn't tell if 
she had a grander plan or if her song and dance was just 
something to try that worked. 


| really wanted to take a picture but that was impossible 
since the lion was pretty much standing over my pack. 


| had the wildest idea come to me. My spear, which had 
followed me because of the loop, had a bit of a hook on it. If | 
hooked the pack the lion might think of it as a toy. With the 
pack hooked it could be used as a string toy that might 
inspire the lion to "play". | thought that if | could get the lion 
to play with the pack | could lead it away from the Princess 
and give her a chance to escape. 


| was having a real hard time trusting the advice of smoke. | 
didn't have confidence that the lion would remain calm if 
the Princess stopped her song. 


| was sure that jumping off the cliff was a bad idea. 


We might not be able to defeat the lion but | might be able 
to distract it. The Princess had distracted if for us. | had to 
try and distract it for her. 


| don't Know at what point I'd developed suicidal tendencies. 
Perhaps my brain was on a new challenge, to imagine the 
worst possible course of action. The rational part of my mind 
didn't jump in this time. | wish it had. This was one of those 
times where a second thought would have been useful. | 
didn't get one and didn't wait long enough for it to form. By 
the time | got "second thoughts" about my "plan" | was 
already "doing it". 


Smoothly | tried to meld with the cavern wall to my right.. a 
half a step in that direction and the lion noticed. He tensed a 
little and chuffed a warning at me. | had to trust my instinct 
that moving away, even alittle, would "tell" the lion that | 
was not a threat. | understood his "chuff' to be a question. 
He was asking "what are you up to?" and at the same time, 
“be careful, I'm watching.h 


| "got" that, but steadily finished my step. The lion ignored 
my finesse turning his attention back to the Princess. | 
noticed she was dancing her way toward the lion. The guys 
had backed up a bit when the lion had chuffed at me. It 
looked like my plan was working! 


It seemed the Princess was attuned to what | was doing. Her 
song and dance heightened till the lions head was bobbing 
in time with the rhythm of her dance. 


| took another step that went unnoticed, then another and 
another until | was in the shadows by the nook. 


Thinking | was blended into the walls and rocks of the 
shadows | crouched and moved a little more quickly. | got 
closer to the lion from the opposite side where the Princess 
was dancing. 


The guys had kept slipping further back into shadows and 
were almost invisible now hiding behind the pillars. 


The Princess and | were both a paws length away, one on 
each side of the Lion. | had gotten close enough to hook my 
pack under the lions neck. | could do it a little easier if the 
lion would move his left paw just a smidgen. He didn't and | 
thought this was my best time, my best chance. | needed to 
do it now. Carefully | extended the pike toward my pack. The 
lion didn't notice. | didn't hit his paw with the tip. | hooked 
the pack , first try. | started sliding the pack toward me 
knowing that would get his attention..and it did! 


The idea was to distract the cat so the Princess could break 
and dash for safety..wherever that might be. The lion noticed 
and whipped around so fast he was just a blur. His huge 
right paw streaked in a swipe at the pack. He hit it, his 
targeting was perfect. The pack flew off the end of my pike 


and over the cliff edge. The pike also flew but not as far 
because | was still attached to it by my loop. 


It felt like my wrist had been ripped off. | couldn't tell 
because | was too busy being flung threw the air by the 
flying pike. It was right about here that | remember having 
second thoughts about my plan. 


| landed against the rocks of the fire pit thinking I'd broke 
my back when | hit. 


My arm was hyper extended over the pit with the pike 
dragging my wrist backwards down into the fire. 


XIV: Awake 


| didn't get time for the pain to make it to my brain before 
the lions powerful paw batted me back into the air. | heard 
his claws scrape the rocks of the fire pit. | heard the great 
stones crash as his blow destroyed the pit. Those rocks had 
probably kept the lion's claws from ripping me in half. 


| slammed into the wall of the cave. The "thump" of my body 
hitting the solid stone echoed frighteningly. By the sound 
alone | was sure every bone in my body had been crushed. | 
bounced off the wall and fell to the rock floor. The sound 
when my body slapped the smooth floor was like that of the 
fish from yesterday, so long ago, 


| was dead. | had to be. | saw stars twinkling in my eyes. My 
brain spun. | felt nothing but an odd tingling all over my 
body. If | wasn't dead my spine must be snapped. | didn't 
move.. | couldn't move. | couldn't feel my body. | couldn't 
tell if my eyes were open or closed. | couldn't hear anything 


but a ringing in my ears. | struggled to retain consciousness, 
| lost. The world faded into black, timelessness. 


The first thing | remember is my eyelids fluttering. 
There was still light, so | probably hadn't been out that long. 
| felt a sharp pain on the back of my head. 


| moved my right arm to feel my head and it screamed at the 
shoulder. The wrist wasn't actually functioning. | lowered the 
arm gently to my lap then switched to my left arm. 


There was a lump on my head but no blood. 


| was pretty much flat on my back. When | did get my eyes 
open | saw just the cave ceiling high above me. | turned my 
head to the right slightly receiving a quick twinge in my 
neck for my effort. | stopped moving and focused on 
breathing. My breathing seemed to be working, shallow..but 
working. 


No pain in breathing, that was a good sign. | was in no hurry 
to discover the rest of my pains and injuries. That | hadn't 
found any blood yet and | was breathing. That was enough 
for a moment. 


As | rested there, recovering my senses, my eyes stared 
blankly at the wall. It was the wall with the drawings. 


| laid there waiting for my body to send signals to my brain. 


| was afraid that when all the parts had checked in that one 
or more would be damaged, or broken. The head had already 
lodged a complaint. The right arm was on fire, and | was 
deeply concerned about it's well being. My left arm and 
hand seemed OK, so there was hope. | didn't know what 


condition my legs might be in. | hadn't felt any pain from 
them. My neck twinge discouraged me from trying to look 
down or performing any more tests for a moment. 


The quick neck twinge had made me blink, or wince more 
startled than pain. The twinge was so fast that the pain 
hardly had time to register before it was gone. 


| didn't hear anything, any movement. | could hear the wind 
in it's continuous flow past the cove opening. There was still 
a remnant ringing in my ears that was fading as my 
consciousness raised. 


At once, | was distracted by the artwork. From my odd 
vantage the drawings began to tell a story. A different story 
than | had thought before. 


As a kid | read comic books. The drawings were like a comic 
book to me at this point. | saw that the people in the story 
were not hunting the animals, they were protecting them 
from other people. 


The lion standing over a fallen stick person wasn't being 
attacked, the person was being protected by the lion. 


The storybook on the wall was telling the tale of how each of 
these Great Beasts had come to be here. 


Slowly | realized that these weren't ancient drawings, after 
all. These drawings were the story | was in. 


| scanned the art with a renewed interest. | found the Great 
Bird in the story shown as falling from the sky wounded with 
an arrow. | could see that the arrow people and the spear 
people were opposed. The spear people defending the 
beasts and the arrow people hunting them. 


| saw ,in the next panel, spear people retreating behind the 
Great Bird dragging it's wing. 


In the drawing with boat | saw great saber tooth Salmon 
hopping from the river with arrows thru them. | saw the boat 
being used as a Shield to protect the fish from hunters on 
the shore. What | had thought was a sail on the boat was 
actually a screen or cloth of some sort used to block arrows. 


It occurred to me that they used some sort of large cloth in 
much the same manner | had done using my kerchief as a 
Shield against their spears. 


If | was right about the drawings then there was large cloth 
in the boat down on the beach.. That is also where my day 
pack might be if it didn't land in the river. 


| was getting the idea from the story that there was a 
shortage of animals to hunt. A limited amount of fish in the 
waters. There was at least two tribes of people. The two 
groups of people battled. 


Each "panel" had three segments that seemed to be 
discovery, battle, resolution. They weren't laid out in a clear 
linear fashion. Somehow being flat on my back gave the 
illustrations a sense of order | hadn't noticed before. 


The lion panel showed arrow hunters with a cornered lion, 
the next was the one with the lion standing over a person 
and the spear people around it with spear tips pointed away 
from the lion. The last panel was a stick person whom | had 
thought was running from the lion was actually leading the 
lion. 


The bird panel showed first the Bird falling with an arrow in 
it, then surrounded by arrow people, then bird dragging it's 
wing with spear people following it like a defensive rear 
guard. 


The fish panel showed a large pile of fish on one side the 
river with arrow people and a small panel of fish across the 
river with the spear people. In that same scene it showed 
giant saber tooth salmon hopping from the water swimming 
upstream. 


The next part was the boat with the sail shield and spear 
people defending the fish. | let my eye follow the drawing of 
the river until it turned into a giant snake. The giant snake 
was coiled around a bunch of arrow people with one of the 
large fish in it's mouth. 


The giant snake was rising toward the sky where drawings of 
many bats carrying stick people without arrows or spears. 
The bats were flying toward a cavern that | presumed to be 
the one we were in. 


If | was reading the comic right it was a wild story. | couldn't 
be sure if the bats were the beginning of the story or the 
end.. or both. It seemed the bats were the constant, they 
probably had residence in the caverns before whatever 
happened to bring all the players in the tale together. 


It seemed that the great snake had followed the fish in the 
river. The drawing showed it as if it was the river anda 
Snake. The snake ran into the arrow people who had been 
fishing. 


Whoever the arrow people had been also took many fish 
whereas the spear people took few. 


From the chronology the great snake crushed many of the 
arrow people, the bats took from both tribes. The bird could 
not fly and the lion had become a friend or pet of one stick 
person. 


| had no idea when the depicted events took place. It might 
have been a series of isolated events that | read as one story. 


In that one story mode, as | saw the meaning of the glyphs 
to indicate that the people | was with.. the Princess and the 
Guardians were "spear people". 


| guessed that the spear people were primarily vegetarians 
with a little fish now and again, whereas the arrow people 
were ravenous hunters. 


| already knew these ancient caverns had become home to 
the Giant bat who just had children not too long ago. How 
that miracle of life happened wasn't in the chronicles nor 
Smoky's dialogue. It would be logical to assume that there 
has to be a giant male bat somewhere nearby. 


The tale was one of "the spider ate the fly, the bird ate the 
spider, the cat ate the bird" and so forth. 


The bat found the caverns and the nearby people as food. | 
didn't see anyone in the comic defending the bat or the 
bats. 


Neither the arrow people nor the spear people were shown 
as battling the bats. It would seem the bats had reduced the 
indigenous human population without much or any 
resistance. 


The arrow people followed the Salmon and were found by 
the snake who finished them off. 


The Spear People didn't tangle with the Snake. It must also 
have taken refuge from the desert sun in the cool caverns 
waiting till it got hungry again or until the next salmon 
migration. These were the conclusions I'd arrived at from 
reading the gwritings on the wallh. 


It wasn't clear what brought the lion or the great bird to this 
lost kingdom. Perhaps the lion was just wandering as cats 
do, as the mountain lion that had scared me had probably 
done. 


Maybe the lion had been following the bird, easy to track 
across the open expanse of the desert. 


Maybe the bird was following the river until it got an arrow 
in it's wing and crashed on the beach. 


It was obvious that the bird in the drawings couldn't fly. If it 
never recovered the ability to fly then these "guardians" had 
been caring for it, feeding it. Keeping it from the lion, 
somehow. 


According to the tale the lion had become a companion of 
one of the stick people. The Princess was, no doubt, the 
friend of the lion in the story. | wished | had read this tale 
yesterday. 


My back was sore, aching. My feelings were returning. | 
hadn't really been studying the storyboard as long as it 
seemed. Only about five minutes or so from opening my 
fluttering eyes to wanting to get off the rock floor. 


| drew my legs up a bit and the ache in my back increased. It 
was only an ache, a sore one but not so bad that | couldn't 
keep going. 


| risked rolling over to my left in a cautious effort to get up 
and to get my bearings. | wanted to see what the current 
situation was, where the lion was, the Princess, the 
Guardians. Why was it so quiet? 


My sore right arm followed along painfully. | managed to get 
it to cooperate enough to find a more comfortable position 
which took some strain off the shoulder. 


| was almost leaning on my left elbow. My left hand 
sympathetically holding my right wrist. | was surprised to 
find the pike still attached. | slid the loop off my wrist and let 
it roll off me to the floor. That made my wrist happy, as if | 
had given it hope. It didn't feel any better just complaining 
a little less. 


There was a giant furry paw just a few inches from my nose. 
It didn't move. My eyes looked past the paw to the giant lion 
seemingly asleep. The Princess was laying against the lion 
also sleeping. 


They were both breathing. | could see their chests move as 
they breathed in time with one another. Why were they 
sleeping? How long had | really been out? Were they 
"stunned" or got bored waiting for me to wake up? Do | wake 
them to ask? Waking them up wasn't something | wanted 
right then. 


XV: Magnificent Three 


| thought it might be nice to get a little distance first. | 
wasn't sure | could do that at all. If | was to attempt it | 
should be quiet about it. No groaning, moaning, or 
whimpering about my many bumps, bruises, twinges, and 
searing flashes of pain in my wrist could be allowed. Nothing 
that might wake the cat. | was not fond of being the mouse 
in this kitty game. 


Cats are really good at pretending to be asleep. This one was 
no exception. 


| got myself, slowly and painfully, to a sitting position. | 
checked the lion and his eyes were open, watching me. The 
lion didn't move, so | didn't either. We stared at each other.. 
just two "bunk mates" in a cave. He showed no intent at 
all..hostile or otherwise. | couldn't read what the lion was 
contemplating. Perhaps, he was just watching without 
thinking, something I'd experienced recently. My only real 
desire was to get away from the lion. That didn't appear 
possible anymore. | couldn't wiggle a finger without the cat 
noticing. Trying to get past it was out of the question. 


The lion said, "hooffh" a disdainful snort at me. | took that to 
mean he considered me unimportant, no threat, and not 
food. | was pleased he'd come to this decision. | was also 
aware that it was me that interpreted his snort based on 
nothing but the sound of it. | didn't have much confidence in 
my lion language skills so opted to remain still. 


His snort woke the Princess who immediately started petting 
the cats enormous nose. "Well, now", | thought, "isn't that 
cozy?" Even in my head | could hear the sarcasm. Here I'd 
gone through all this terror and slammed against a rock wall 
by somebody's pet cat! 


| like cats. | had a Siamese named "King" as in "King of 
Siam" that disappeared a few months after we moved to 
Parker. | didn't think King would "ditch me", but he didn't 
return. | searched for him everyday. We learned from the 
locals that coyotes had most likely got him. 


| also had a dog, back at White Mountain. He was a large 
dog, a Collie named "Laddie". 


Laddie seemed like a good name for a Collie, since he was 
male and "Lassie", the star collie on Tv was female. I'd had 
him since he was a pup. We had to leave him with 
Grandfather. 


We weren't going to be gone as long as we have been. The 
elders told me that Laddie would be fine, that we would be 
together again soon. They said that either we would return 
to the Rez or that someone would bring Laddie to me. 
Neither of those promises happened. 


Seeing the Princess with the lion made me miss my dog and 
my cat. At that moment | wanted the lion to be my friend 
too. | could use a friendly "fur fix" right about now. | was 
jealous. 


The great lion was reveling in her touch, his eyes closed, 
head bowed to her petting. | remembered King would do 
that in my lap. Laddie loved to have his big ears skritched 
and would close his eyes in delight. 


| wondered as | watched if | would ever get back home. 


| felt some pangs in my chest. | wanted my Mom, or Dad. 
"Hero" wasn't working out for me. | just wanted to go home 
and pet my dog. | wanted my parents to come and take me 
away from this madness. That's what parents do, right? 
They're magical beings, right? | knew my parents weren't 
magic. | was too old for that, but | remembered when | 
thought they were. | wished that had been true cause then 
they could just "pop in" and "save the day". 


The Princess must have been reading my mind, or had an 
agenda of her own that | didn't Know about. She reached out 
with her free hand and took my left hand. She placed my 
hand on the lions nose. | didn't resist. | didn't have any real 
resistance left in me. 


| began to pet the lion on his great snout. The lion noticed 

the change in style or pressure and opened his eyes. Again 
our eyes met, but this time was different. | detected a flash 
of curiosity in those great black pools. Then he let his eyes 
close again. 


| was now petting the great beast that only a little while ago 
had almost killed me. The irony was not lost on me or the 
Princess. She kept an eye on my petting, nodding approval 
as | did. The cat enjoyed my ministrations and | actually 
began to feel better. | could feel a touch of hope rising in my 
chest again. | started to believe that there may be an end to 
this, perhaps even a happy ending. | could imagine actually 
getting home, being with my dog. 


It was strange how my view of things changed so 
dramatically with just a little bonding with a monsterous 
lion. 


Although, | was pretty sure that | hadn't become the lions 
new "little buddy". | was amazed at the cats change of 


opinion about me. The Princess must have calmed the great 
beast.. there was no other answer. Obviously the Princess 
could sorta control the cat. That's an awesome skill with any 
cat, let alone one like this fantastic creature. 


As | petted the lions nose and brow ,like he was a giant dog, 
| reviewed the sequence of events that brought me to this 
moment. 


If the cat was her pet, why did everyone act so cautious? 

Why had the lion tried to kill me..at least once. The other 
times | thought the lion was trying to kill me could be just 
ms-interpreting it's intent. 


| got the idea that the Princess and the Lion had spent some 
time apart. Enough time for a thin coat of dust to cover 
everything in the cove. 


With the constantly vacillating winds of the desert and this 
cove there was no way to tell how much time that had been. 
The wind can bring dust and blow it away. The dust could 
have been there for hours, days or even months. | didn't 
think there was enough dust to be a year. I'd soent enough 
time in the desert out at Parker to have an idea how much 
dust builds up in how much time..basically. | felt that this 
trivia was something | DID know. | was pleased to find 
something | did know something about. Maybe | wasn't a 
"complete" idiot, after all. 


Knowledge of "dust accumulation" wasn't terribly useful 
information but every little clue was helping me find the 
next question. 


The lion was being protective of it's human, just like a good 
dog would do. So, once again I'd totally screwed up what 
was going on. | was trying to protect the Princess from the 
lion. She was trying to protect the lion from me! The other 


guys had been smart enough to "stay out of the way”. Which 
may be what they are doing now. Wish I'd have figured all 
that out a lot sooner. 


| stared into the Princesses eyes hoping she could read the 
questions in my mind. She was laying against the lions 
massive mane like it was a giant furry futon. She stared back 
into my eyes. | could sense she was trying to read what | had 
there. 


That actually wasn't working. | don't think either of us 
gleaned any info. | do think we both had the same question 
in mind, "what now?" 


| hadn't dared to stop petting the lion. It was making him 
happy and | liked him happy. A happy lion isn't going to 
attack, normally. 


The Princess took my hand again and lifted it off the lions 
nose. The lion opened his eyes and fluffed his nose into our 
retreating hands. It was the same thing King would do when 
he wanted more petting. The Princess shrugged, leaving my 
hand on the lions nose as she slid quietly closer to me. 


| wasn't sure what her stealthy approach was about. Not 
disturbing the lions revery seemed to be the goal. | 
entertained the notion for a second that she wanted to be 
closer to me. | was 14 and these questions sometimes 
confused my adolescent mind. | didn't suspect for a moment 
that she was trying to slip away from the lion. 


| was right. She mewed something in a soft whispered 
enticing voice while indicating | should look at the drawings. 
| found the sound of her voice musical and just sat there 
listening like she was my favorite song. 


My hand idly petting the lion while listening to her was 
interrupted when she waved her hand in my face. | 
recognized that signal from the many people who have used 
it to get my attention when | was focused on some great 
geological find or another. | nodded, not daring to speak for 
fear the lion might not approve of my voice. 


She spoke freely and fluently in musical tones saying things 
| didn't understand. She pointed to different things in the 
drawings as she spoke. She was telling me a story using the 
characters in the drawings. She pointed to the lion drawing 
with the person under it and then to herself and the lion. 


Her graceful motions like the undulations of the sea, never 
ceased to entrance me. In spite of that or because of it | 
started to understand. 


The Princess had confirmed that ,indeed, the drawings were 
in her lifetime, that she and the lion were the ones in the 
drawing. That the "story" on the wall was about them. That 
might explain why she seemed so important. That the lion 
liked her, was enough for me. 


She pointed to the spear people on the river and the fish. 
Then her hand motions pointed toward the fish arch. | 
suspected that meant the Captain and the Three Musketeers 
had gone "fishing". | nodded that | understood and only 
hoped that I'd guessed correctly. 


It didn't matter, the Guardians were gone, no where in sight. 
| was petting a giant lion and breakfast never happened. | 
could tell by the sunlight that it had to be late afternoon. My 
watch and everything else was in my day pack somewhere 
on the beach. | wanted to go look for it. 


The Princess slid back to resting against the lions mane. The 
lion shuffled slightly seemingly still content. She began 
petting the lions nose in time with my hand then nodded at 
me. | guessed that meant | could get my hand back. 


With the Princess's silent assurance | dared risk moving. 


| stopped petting the lion. The Princess continued. The lion 
remained enraptured. | tried to use my right hand to help 
me stand but the pain said no. | switched to my left and rose 
to my feet. The lion opened his eyes and the Princess 
snuggled in at that moment. 


The lion plopped over on his side extending his neck. The 
Princess fell over with him. She then slithered up tighter to 
the cat and began scratching him under his chin. The lion 
seemed most happy about that with one massive forepaw 
lightly flipping the air in time with her ministrations. 


| took this opportunity to slip around the pair following the 
cliff edge to the rope ladder. That worked well. Neither the 
lion nor the Princess appeared to notice. | was pleased with 
my stealth. It was undeserved, since the Princess had kept 
the lion occupied. 


| wanted my pack. As a result of recent events, everything 
was in the pack. My canteen, watch, ax, flashlight, all but 
the camera that | remembered was still in my shirt pocket. 
My scout shirt was a little bedraggled but still with me. | 
checked the pocket and sure enough the camera was there. | 
took it out, thinking | could get a pic of the Princess and the 
lion. 


| knew that in the future, if there was one, that I'd want to be 
able to share what I've seen. | took the picture. The camera 
Snapped with it's loud click. The lion startled, almost 


dropping the Princess on her head as he quickly stood up to 
face the disturbing sound. 


The Princess rose cooing calming sounds at the lion who was 
looking at me with an "I don't think | like you" expression. 
This seemed like a good time for a discrete retreat. | backed 
up a bit and slid myself onto the rope ladder thus lowering 
myself away from the lion. He watched passively as the 
Princess hung onto his mane singing a soothing song to the 
kitty. 


My first discovery was that my sore wrist didn't have the 
strength to hold the rope. | almost slipped as a sharp flash of 
pain shot from my wrist. Quickly | wrapped my arm around 
the rope and interrupted the fall while my feet searched for 
the floppy rung | knew was under me somewhere. A few 
painful foot flaps as my shoulder complained. The shoulder 
was sore but not so bad | couldn't use it. My eyes watered a 
bit from the sharp flash of the wrist and from enduring the 
shoulder pain while flopping around like a fish on a line. 


| wondered if | would be able to climb back up..or if | wanted 
to. It seemed to me that once on the beach | could "borrow" 
the canoe and escape downstream. | was sure I'd be able to 
get away..leave these folks to whatever they were doing and 
just "get out". Carefully | climbed down the ladder. Using my 
sore arm on one side and my left hand on the other | was 
able to slowly lower myself to the beach. 


| spied my pack immediately. It hadn't gone far, landing near 
the canoe. | noticed the netting the people had been sitting 
on in the canoe was missing. The seats were gone. That 
seemed odd, but so did everything lately so | didn't concern 
myself about it much. 


The boat would work for escape with or without seats. | 
wasn't ready to make any decisions for the future just yet. | 
wanted to put myself back together. Everything was sore. | 
gathered the pack, took it over to the rock table and my 
comfortable log seat. There | again dumped everything out 
of the pack. 


My body ached. Fresh bruises throbbed with each little 
movement. There was so much overall ache that it was 
difficult to determine what part of me didn't hurt. 


The lump on my head didn't like being touched when | tried 
it. My left arm and hand seemed "OK" so | used it for all my 
sorting and packing. With effort | buttoned my shirt, put on 
my belt and kerchief. Without the slide I'd given to the 
Princess | needed something to hold the scarf ends together. 
| quickly wove a little ringlet from the rope pieces I'd cut off 
earlier. That seemed to work fine and was even attractive in 
a rugged way. 


| wasn't fond of wearing the boots without socks but that 
would be the best way to avoid losing them. Besides my feet 
weren't as accustomed to rocks and such as my comrades 
seemed to be. 


| retrieved the boots from where they had remained 
undisturbed thru all the activity. 


Back at the table | put them on, laced them up again. | 
stood, secured my belt..attached my ax, flashlight and 
canteen. | then loaded my pockets with the little stuff, like 
my scout knife and matches. | put the telescope/microscope 
and harmonica in my other shirt pocket and buttoned both 
pockets. | wanted things to be on my person from here on. 


The idea of having lost everything had worried me twice, no 
more of that! 


When | finished "suiting up", so to speak, the pack was 
almost empty. | retrieved my dry jacket from the post it had 
been left on where it fluttered like a flag and stuffed it into 
the pack. As | was about to shove the jacket in | discovered, 
at the bottom of the pack , the plastic lunch bag. | took an 
extra moment to wrap the bag around the camera, just in 
case, then re-buttoned the pocket. 


The paddles were still near the canoe. | could slip the boat 
into the water and float away. 


| looked up toward the cove and was startled to see the lions 
big head sticking out watching me. | was pretty sure that | 
Saw a tiny hand holding onto his mane as if the Princess was 
standing next to him. Sneaking away was no longer an 
option. 


In my opinion "running away" wasn't cowardice it was 
wisdom. Stealing their boat would be dishonorable and 
might strand these people here like | was. "Death before 
Dishonor", some old phrase from Greek mythology came to 
mind. That did seem to be my only choices..death or 
dishonor. 


| determined to return to the Princess and "see this thru", 
whatever it was. These people were still my best hope of 
staying alive. My "morals issue" was resolved before | had 
been able to give it any serious thought. If | was going to 
"die", it might as well be for a cause. Whatever mission 
these people were on, | had just joined it. 


Like a soldier prepared for battle, | threw the much lightened 
pack over my left shoulder and headed back to the rope 
ladder. 


Resolved to be brave no matter what happened next | 
stepped up on the first rung. | used the same technique to 
climb as | had coming down, right arm and left hand. It was 
a painful climb. 


| found myself muttering an "ow" with each rung | 
conquered. There was no purpose for the sound, but 
somehow it made me feel better.. like exercising a privilege 
granted for being in pain. | was no longer afraid of death or 
the unknown. Pain was becoming a familiar partner and no 
longer preventing me from doing what must be done, like 
climbing the ladder. 


| had changed..inside. | could feel a new paradigm growing 
deep inside me. A new ideology born of necessity, the 
Warrior Spirit was gaining strength and pushing me on. 
"Today is a good day to die", an old Native battle cry that 
was starting to make sense. 


Halfway up the ladder | paused to rest a bit. From that 
vantage | noticed that the strata on this side of the river was 
vertical and that on the other side they were horizontal as 
one might expect from millions of years of sentiment 
building up. That meant that this side had been uplifted, 
turned, folded by some seismic or volcanic force in pre- 
history. 


| didn't know much about geology, just an amateur rock 
hound. It seemed to me an uplift might explain the unusual 
caves at the back of the cove. Possibly not caves at all but 
ancient prehistoric volcanic vents turned sideways. Those 
vents could go a long ways thru the Earth..maybe even have 
an opening to the surface. That could explain where the bats 
went after | startled them. 


| remembered the rocks I'd gathered. I'd forgotten them. 
None of them were in the pack. That meant that with the 
multiple dumpings of the pack they had been lost. They 
could be buried under the sand on the beach or near the 
rock table in the cove. 


The only one | missed was the large Selenite I'd considered 
making a crystal radio from. | liked the selenite also known 
as the "Tv Stone" because of the way it's linear crystal 
formation made it work like a fiber optic transferring an 
image from one side to the other. Finding it could reaffirm 
my faith that someday | would see home again. | scanned 
the sands below me looking for a larger spark than the mica 
reflections. | did not see one in the light from the low 
hanging sun. 1 returned my focus to completing the climb. 


My shoulder wasn't fond of just hanging around on this 
ladder. Once again, | needed to get off the rope..but, this 
time | was headed for the lion. | thought of that as | climbed 
and considered it evidence that my madness was complete. 


| was still thinking of the large rare Selenite as | crossed the 
threshold into the cove. Immediately | spotted a bright spark 
by the rock table. There it was! | was delighted and moved 
quickly to retrieve it. The lion snuffed at me as if to say "no 
quick motions". | looked at him standing with the Princess 
not far away to acknowledge his suggestion. | slowed my 
movements. The great cat rubbed his giant head against the 
Princess almost knocking her over. 


| got my rock back. Some of the other rocks were near the 
stone seat I'd also dumped the pack on. | took note that | 

needed to cut down on dumping the pack or keep better 

inventory. 


What if it had been my scout knife or compass or something 
important that had been lost? | determined to be more alert, 
aware, cognizant, from here on. 


| slowly wandered over to the rock seat. The lion didn't seem 
to care about me anymore. I'd become a familiar "thing" 
moving around. He was delighted to be with his pet human 
and | was of no consequence anymore. | found that to be 
comforting, still | maintained a respectful distance. 


At the stone chair | plucked a few of my scattered rocks. | 
turned on my flashlight hoping it would help me find that 
piece of dark malachite | remembered having. It didn't work. 


| looked at the bulb it was very dim for a moment before 
going out altogether. The batteries were dead. | felt around 
in the long shadows for loose rocks. There were plenty, 
mostly the same hard shale the cove seemed built of. Then | 
did find it! It was a little larger than the other stones, 
triangular in shape, a fine piece for my collection. Hardly 
worth the effort to find, but a nice piece regardless. It was a 
mindless activity that seemed to be a respite from the 
bizarre mind numbing situation | was actually in. 


XVI: Dinner 


| was slipping the rocks into my pockets when the Captain 
and the Three Musketeers came out from the Fish cave. They 
each were carrying a large piece of fish. The aroma of fish is 
unmistakeable. 


The Captain was leading and as soon as he was within sight 
he tossed his piece of fish to the lion. The lion caught it 
deftly as if this was a common occurrence. The great cat 
took the fish and dashed off into the lion cave with his prize. 
The piece the lion caught, although half the size of a man, 
seemed like just a gulp for the cat. | could only guess he 
wanted to dine alone. The lion almost knocked over Porthos 
as he leaped past him. 


| saw food.. looked like we were going to get to eat. | took an 
initiative as the guys brought the rest of the fish pieces to 
the rock table, to start rebuilding the fire pit. | was still 
moving stones when the guys unloaded their catch onto the 
stone table. It appeared that they had already gutted, 
cleaned and filleted a fish that must have been six foot or 
bigger when the missing head and tail were added. | 
wondered what kind of fish could get so large in such a tiny 
river. 


Then | remembered..the guys hadn't come from the 
river..they had come from a cave. What kind of giant fish 
lives in a cave? How could a giant fish live in a cave? Were 
there giant Saber Tooth Salmon in a cave in Arizona? 


| pondered on that unanswerable question for only a 
moment. 


Aramis came over to lend a hand with the scattered boulders 
at the fire pit. 


The Captain and Porthos opened yet another jar and 
smeared some kind of grease substance ,that | hoped tasted 
like butter, all over the remaining two fish slabs. 


The Princess took a seat in the stone chair | had been using, 
Athos and his spear took a protective position near her. 


| wasn't clear why these guardians kept acting like a security 
detail. | knew | approved. 


The threats I'd seen so far were more of hazard to us then 
the Princess. | was pretty sure she didn't need protecting, we 
did. | was sure she was royalty of some sort and these were 
"knights" sworn to protect her. | wasn't any of those things 
but I'd already tried to "protect" the Princess. Some 
"instinct" in the male animal perhaps? 


Even as | thought those things | remembered that these 
guys had NOT actually done anything to protect the 
Princess... even from me. Why was Athos then standing like a 
guard at the Palace gates? The answer came quickly.. too 
quickly .. none of us were prepared. 


Aramis and | were focused on setting the fire pit aright when 
an odd glistening rainbow refraction of light caught the 
corner of my eye. | glanced up to a sight no human should 
ever have from that close. A head, even bigger than the 
lions, of a giant Python with wet prismatic scales coming 
straight for me! 


Sharp light from the setting sun glittered across the serpents 
scales. The source of the rainbow refraction I'd glimpsed, It 
opened it's giant maw as it attacked. | don't know where the 
rest of it's body was. | couldn't see anything past it's open 
mouth. It's jaw unhinged and | could have stepped into it's 
mouth and walked to the back of it's throat. 


There was no time to react. It's head bumped Aramis 
pushing him over the cliff edge. The side of it's head 
knocked me back toward the Princess. In my tumble | saw 
the Captain and Porthos pinned under the giant snakes 
slithering body. The two were rolled as the serpents head 
dove after Aramis. 


Athos and the Princess were running for the lion cave and | 
started to follow instinctively. | heard Porthos yell and turned 
to see him extending his hand toward me. | took a step 
grabbed his arm with both hands. My right hand screamed 
in pain, my shoulder popped as | yanked futility. | was 
unable to pull him from under the snake. The serpent 
weighed too much. | pulled so hard | yanked myself off my 
feet and landed hard on my butt. Now it hurt too.. | could 
barely see the Captain. He seemed curled up in a fetal 
position and nothing to grab a hold of even if I'd had time to 
try. 


The snake noticed our efforts. It's huge head whipped 
toward me defensively. | rolled away successfully but it was 
right behind me. | scrambled to my hands and knees and set 
a new Olympic record for the 20 yard crawl toward the first 
opening | could get to. 


It was the bird cave. Not like the snake cared which opening 
| chose. It pursued me. | ran as fast as my little legs could go. 
No matter how fast | ran it wasn't fast enough. | could feel 
it's flicking tongue on my back inspiring me to try harder. 


The harder | tried the slower if felt | was going. | was losing 
ground and about to be swallowed whole when | tripped 
over something in the darkness. 


| dropped so sudden that the snake ran over me. It's heavy 
body crushing me like a grape in a wine press. | couldn't 
breathe as | was repeatedly rolled under it. It kept slithering 
as if it had lost interest in me. In the tumbling crush | heard 
a shriek like an Eagle cry. 


It was a piercing scream crossed between fear and anger. 
Whatever it was the snake was after it wasn't me. The snake 
shifted direction which freed me. | scrambled, clawed my 
way to the nearest wall. 


There | recovered what breath | could before trying to figure 
out what was going on. 


The sounds of two large creatures engaged in a battle of life 
and death filled the cavern. Scraping of scale against rock, 
the shrieking of a giant raptor clawing at steel hard 
glittering scales. The scales did glitter..that meant there was 
light getting in here from somewhere. 


| looked around and spotted a tiny opening where a ray of 
light beamed in. It was in the distance but made the 
silhouette of a giant bird attacking the snake visible. It was a 
Punch and Judy shadow show as the bird pecked at the 
Snakes head and neck. The snake kept trying to grab the 
bird with lunge after lunge. The bird would hop back causing 
the snakes head to crash onto the ground before it. Each 
thump of the massive reptiles head upon the ground shook 
the Earth. The snakes body filled the opening where I'd 
come in, blocking the exit and the light from that direction. 


The only hope | could see was to make a dash for the 
pinprick of light while the behemoths battled. | took off 


running in that direction right past the the two creatures. 
The giant bird noticed. Distracted by my sudden movement 
it gave chase. | wasn't running fast enough it was on me in 
second. 


It was dragging a wing just like in the drawing as it chased 
me. | was a mouse running from a hawk. | was hoping the 
Snake would be fast enough to catch the bird. It wasn't. The 
bird took a flashing beak snap at me and missed as it ran 
past with the serpent in full pursuit. 


| had almost made it to the beam of light and noticed it was 
actually a very large opening, a hole in the Earth above that 
opened to the great outdoors. | slammed myself against the 
rock face again becoming wallpaper as best | could. The 
scales of the snake flowed in front of me endlessly as the 
Great Raptor scrambled up the rock slope scattering rocks as 
it did. 


Those rocks pelted the snakes head slowing him down just a 
tiny bit. That tiny bit was enough for the bird to reach the 
surface. Once there, to my surprise ,it spread it's wings and 
took flight. It was magnificent! It's wing spread shadowed 
the land as it rose into the sun. 


A feather the size of a pickup truck fell off fluttering in the 
wind as it flapped away. The creature was the size of the 
Pterodactyls I'd read about. The gust of wind created by it's 
giant wings blew back at us, the snake and I. It rose to the 
sky keeping the snake from pursuit. 


The serpent stopped, it's tongue flicking in the wind. It knew 
the bird was gone, out of reach. 


| had no where to go. The opening the bird had used had the 
snakes head in it. Thirty feet back the cave entrance was 
filled with snake body. This thing had to be 40 or even 60 ft 


long. "This isn't a snake", | thought, "it's a dragon!". What is 
one supposed to do when meeting a dragon? | couldn't 
remember right then. 


| remembered that dragons were supposed to be intelligent, 
that one could talk to them. This one didn't look like it was 
interested in conversation nor had it breathed fire. | almost 
wished it would breath fire. If it did it would be exciting and 
light up the cave so | could see. 


This dragon didn't have any legs | could see, nor had it done 
any other dragon things like breath fire or .. "what else do 
dragons do?". | didn't know enough to even deal with 
dragons! One would think as a kid I'd at least be up to date 
on my dragon lore, sadly no. Where was "Superman" when 
you needed him? 


The serpent and | both watched thru the hole the bird had 
escaped from till it was just a fleeting dot in the sky. | 
watched..the snake spent its time flicking the air with it's 
tongue till convinced there was no food here 
anymore..nothing to chase. | got this sinking feeling that | 
was the only mouse left to eat. 


The snake filled the cavern leaving very little room to 
maneuver around his bulk. He was too big and too wet to 
climb, not like that was a good idea anyway. | slipped my ax 
into my good hand. Removing the weapon from my belt 
where | had hung it earlier. 


My pack was gone again and | didn't care this time. | had no 
illusion of being able to defeat the snake anymore than I'd 
had with the lion. 


My hope was that if I'm about to get swallowed | may be 
able to cause enough pain to drive the snake back. | held my 
breath staying flat against the dark wall. | was trying to be 
invisible in every way possible. | knew snakes use heat 
sensors and smell more than sight, so the dark wasn't 
helping. 


It seemed to be a big cavern. Big enough for a Pterodacty| 
sized bird to be comfy. Still | didn't know if the snake could 
turn around in here. Perhaps the ceiling was high enough for 
it to coil over itself. Not being a snake myself, or a giant cave 
sized constrictor of any kind | could only imagine what it 
may be able to do. | certainly had no idea of it's intent. My 
best guess was that it was hungry and from the drawings, 
people had been food before. 


| knew the drawings were contemporary, not ancient. That 
meant this was the snake in the art work. This was the 
serpent that was supposed to chase the lion not a bird. The 
lion was supposed to eat the bird according to Smoky. 

That "plan" had changed. The bird, with sufficient incentive, 
found the will and ability to fly.. it was gone. The snake was 
about to emerge into the upper world. If there was a search 
team looking for me in the area they would be unsuspecting 
prey for the snake. 


The whole idea of a rescue team, of getting out of the desert, 
of Boy Scout camps was a lifetime or two ago. 


| felt like my whole life had been but a dream up to now, and 
this moment was the reality. 


My touch with reality was in my hand, the ax was from that 
life. The useless flashlight, just a weight hanging from my 
belt was from that life, as was the canteen still with me. 
Good hardy belt. 


The canteen was one of those WWII metal cans with the 
canvas holster. A hardy container and a durable holster. The 
flashlight, also military surplus, had also stayed attached. 
It's carbiner ring strong enough to lift a man with. 


| couldn't tell if I'd been hurt when the snake rolled and 
crushed me. | could still breath, that was good. | was also 
still sore from the lion attack and not really in touch with any 
new sensations, good or bad. 


| was numb, physically and mentally. The snake was 
slithering past me. | tried to avoid touching it or having it 
touch me as it undulated on it's way. That was going well as 
| remained frozen in a moment of suspended animation. 


Once the snake was out | could return to my comrades and 
the lion and whatever was left of whatever mission we had 
been on. 


| could also follow the snake out that opening. That would 
not be an escape for the snake would surely find me in short 
order. 


| Knew what my choice would be. I'd much rather take my 
chances with the lion and the Princess. 


My opinion of the lion had changed dramatically. From being 
the greatest threat on Earth, to being my best hope of 
survival against a giant prehistoric rainbow scaled Python. 


It was hard to believe the things | was thinking. | wasn't 
actually believing them because it hardly seemed possible 
that the lion and | were now friends with a common enemy. | 
had petted it's nose, bigger than my arm. Yet, compared to 
this monster serpent the lion was like a kitten to an 


elephant..or a Blue Whale. The snake slithering before me 
was endless. It just kept going and no tail ever showed up. 
It's body was about the thickness of an Indian elephant. If 
there had been a train of Indian elephants marching 
somewhere then at least twenty elephants had already 
slithered past and still no end to the snake. 


It was an interminable period to remain still. My body started 
quivering with weakness and lack of air. | tried to breath, 
Shallow so as not to attract attention. 


| imagined the snakes head far enough away to not notice if 
| breathed or not. | also didn't know if the snake was leaving 
or just coiling up as snakes do. If it was coiling then it's head 
could be close, very close. 


| heard the lion roar. The sound rattled the cave. The wall 
shook with the sonic blast. Rocks began to fall from above. 
The rocks bounced harmlessly off the armored snake. Some 
of the rubble came rolling down near me. 


| was concerned that a falling rock might get between me 
and the snake and eliminate my tiny space. I'd be crushed 
against the wall with a boulder pressed into me by the 
snakes body. 


| wouldn't have to pretend to be wallpaper. | would BE 
wallpaper. A smooth stain that used to be a boy would be all 
that was left. 


The snake began thrashing violently which brought down 
even more rocks. It began moving backwards. That seemed 
unusual for a snake. | didn't Know they could do that. 


| became a little disoriented as the snakes body slammed 
against both sides of the cave just missing me each time. 
The rocks rained down, some larger than others. 


| heard rumbling near the hole where the bird had run out of. 
This whole place was about to come down on me. | hadn't 
thought of that. 


| was about to buried in a collapsed volcanic vent with a 
dinosaur snake. 


| wondered when archeologists dug us up 10,000 years from 
now if they would think I'd been a caveman or if the snake 
had eaten me. | was sure our bones would be mixed 
together. 


The rumbling got louder. | knew the cave opening to outside 
was collapsing. "That figures", | thought. Another possible 
way out of this was closing itself away from me. | couldn't 
get away. There was a giant snake in the way, boulders 
rolling towards me from the collapsing exit, no place to 
climb to, there wasn't enough room to move let alone run. 


Abruptly the giant head of the snake appeared, also going 
backwards. | knew that something was dragging the snake 
backwards at a high rate of speed. It's massive head 
slammed both sides of the cave as it tried to turn to it's 
attacker. 


It had to be the lion dragging it. Nothing else could have 
done that. 


| guessed from the speed the snakes head was going that 
the lion had grabbed it and ran like it did with the fish, 
twice. 


| hoped that was right. It was the only thing that made 
sense. With the cave collapsing | ran toward the vanishing 
snake head. The only way out IF the lion ran far enough. If 
not, | was going to run right into the snakes mouth. 


Thunder and dust chased me as | ran at the snakes head. His 
flicking tongue in the darkness struck me in the chest just 
as his head popped out of the opening. 


The tongue flick knocked me back a bit, interrupting my run. 
| could see a bit of the cove as his head kept going. The 
other half of the snake was still in the snake cave but it too 
was being dragged out like a bird drags a worm out of it's 
burrow. 


A blast of air pelleted my back with rocks as it pushed me 
forward into the cove. A cloud of dust blasted out behind me 
obscuring vision for a moment. 


XVII: To the Lion Cave 


When | could see again, the light in the cove was orangish 
with the color of a setting sun. It make the billowing dust 
look like a nuclear blast. 


| stumbled, bumbled and fell flat on my face. | felt the 
scrape of rock and sand against the left side of my face. Now 
| knew what part of me didn't hurt till now, my face. | didn't 
hear any crunching bones but | felt the heat as my face 
scraped the earth like a grindstone on steel. 


"That's gonna be ugly" was my only thought. 
I'd held the ax in my left hand. | heard it's metallic ring as it 


skittered across the ground knocked out of my hand when | 
hit the ground. 


| had only had a snapshot glimpse of the cove. In that brief 
instant | had seen the Princess against the far wall of the 
cove. She seemed alarmed but unharmed, cringing as | had 
been. That's all | saw before the blast of dust hid everything 
from sight and blew me to the floor. 


The blast had been strong but brief. | struggled to get to my 
feet again. 


A giant snake body raced backwards between me and the 
Princess. In a moment the tail appeared from the snake cave 
whipping like an antenna in a hurricane. 


It was frightening, large and slamming the cove walls as it 
funneled into the lion cave. 


Hissing, roaring, thunderous slamming of huge bodies 
rocked the cove. | knew the lion and snake were battling. | 
was sure only one would survive. | was rooting for the lion. 


As soon as the tail flew past us the Princess snapped into 
action. She dashed to the Captain who was still balled up 
and not moving. 


Porthos seemed to be in good shape except for the 
superficial lacerations all over his body. He dove for his 
Spear as the Princess shouted something to him with a 
graceful sweep of her hand at the lion cave. 


Even in this intense moment she still illustrated her 
statement with elegant gesture. 


| clambered as best | could to the rope ladder. | wanted to 
know if Aramis had survived. | was delighted to see him 
hanging on the ladder near the top. Soon as he saw me 
looking down he scrambled up the ladder to meet me. He 
nodded quickly then spoke as he dashed past me to the 


Princess and Captain. 

Porthos was running toward the lion cave where the titans 
were battling. I'd already seen one cavern collapse and with 
the explosive force of the battle all these caverns could 
come down. 


What did the Princess tell Porthos to do, kill himself? Death 
was the only outcome of getting involved between the 
massive lion and mountainous snake, if the caves didn't 
collapse and kill us all. 


Where was Athos, didn't see him anywhere. | went over to 
help the Princess with the Captain. As | approached she 
looked up and waved me off. She said the same thing to me 
she had said to Porthos with great urgency in her voice. She 
again made the same hand gesture. Her meaning was 
surprising Clear. 


Whatever Porthos was doing he needed help, and | was it. | 
didn't know what a scrawny 14 year old, one handed Boy 
Scout could do but with my trusty ax many things were 
possible. 


| scooped up my ax as! dashed after Porthos into the lion 
cave, towards the monsters. | had time to consider how 
wrong that was. We should all be running away from these 
monsters, let them "work it out". 


As | ran | remembered an old Spartan slogan, "A coward dies 
a thousand deaths, a hero only once". I'd died a thousand 
deaths today alone. Perhaps thatfs how "heroes" are made. | 
didn't feel heroic, | felt desperate. As | ran toward the battle | 
didn't know if my mission was to save Porthos or the lion. It 
seemed like the right thing to do would be to "save myself". 


| don't know why | didn't do that. | could have turned back. | 
was ready to "swim for it". An option that would get me out 


of this and maintain honor. 


The water was very cold. | remembered that, but it would be 
good to staunch the bleeding scrape on my face. 


Those thoughts crossed my mind but | didn't follow them. | 
kept running into the darkened cave. In moments | was on 
top of them. The snake had coiled around the lion who had 
his teeth embedded in the back of the snake but not close 
enough to it's head. The snake had the lions mane in his 
mouth, holding it while his massive coils cinched tighter and 
tighter. 


Athos was already there at the snakes head poking it with 
his spear. Athos must have dashed into the lion cave when 
the snake appeared as | had the bird cave. The snake 
ignored Athos and Porthos who was trying the same thing 
along it's body. The spears were no more than needle pricks 
to the snake. 


There wasn't much time left. The lion was powerful and 
resisting the snakes crushing grasp but if the snake finished 
it's coils the lion would be a goner. 


The mighty cat's rear paws clawed at the snakes belly doing 
damage but not enough to make the serpent release it's 
grip. The two of them grappled, rolled, twisted, hissed, 
growled clawed and bit as they attempted to destroy each 
other. 


Athos and Porthos jumped, hopped and poked fiercely to no 
avail. At once | knew the mission was to save the lion. That 
was what the Princess had said. That also explained the 
urgency in her voice. 


The Princess really loved this cat and it loved her. 


The lighting in the lion cave came from behind us. 
Sometimes | could see and sometimes | couldn't. | wished 
there was more light in here. That gave me an idea. 


| ran back to the stone table and grabbed the large pottery 
vase with the oil in it. | tucked the vase in my right arm like 
a football and ran back to the lion cave with it. As I ran | 
peeled the the wax off with my left hand. | popped the cork 
out. | ran toward the snakes whipping tail. | hopped over the 
tail ,dodging it, and landing closer to Porthos. 


There was no way to get to Athos, he was too close to the 
head and too deep in the cave. 


| flung oil from the jar on the snake, snatched a match out of 
my pocket lit it and tossed it on the snake. 


Immediately the oil caught fire and swept up the length of 
the serpent. Now, | could see. 


In a few seconds the snake felt the heat. It flipped itself 
around unwrapping from the lion. The snake tossed the lion. 
The cat dropped to the earth with a heavy thud, no time to 
recover his feet. 


The legless dragon was on fire flinging itself around wildly 
knocking all three of us down. 


The oil vase shattered sending a flood of oil everywhere that 
immediately flared up. 


A wall of fire swept the room driving Porthos and | toward 
Athos who had dodged the fallen lion. 


The brilliance of the flames rocketed around the writhing 
serpent like a living tornado. Suddenly the snake dropped to 
the ground and in a flash slithered out of the lion cave 
spreading the flames everywhere as it went. 


| was deeply alarmed as the fiery monster raced toward the 
open cove where the Princess, Captain and Aramis were. 


Porthos, Athos and | were trapped by the flames but only 
briefly. The wasn't enough oil in the vase to burn long and 
most of it had landed on the snake who took it with him. 


As soon as a hole in flames appeared the three of us dashed 
thru back to the cove. 


| reached for my ax as | ran. It wasn't there. | had been so 
focused on getting the oil that I'd dropped my ax on the 
stone table and forgot about it. 


| saw it laying there right where I'd dropped it as we burst 
into the room. There was no snake and no fire, not even in 
the fire pit. The fish slabs were still on the table where the 
men had been preparing them for dinner. The Captain was 
sitting up with Aramis apparently checking a head wound. 


The Princess rose immediately asking questions rapidly and 
excitedly. Her dramatic gestures, arms encircled then she 
weaved them in a suitable imitation of flames, then threw 
her arms open in a question. It was easy to read for me now, 
“how's my kitty? Why was the snake on fire?" or something 
like that. | didn't know it the lion was alive or dead. Aramis 
explained something to the Princess that got her head 
nodding sagely. 


Athos and the Princess took off in a jog for the lion cave 
without a word to the rest of us. Porthos trepidatly snuck 


over to where the Princess had indicated the snake had 
gone. 


Porthos either wasn't sure which cave the Princess indicated 
or he checked both for some other reason. 


He looked over at me as | was re-attaching the ax to my belt, 
Said something and pointed into the fish cave. That seemed 
like a lucky choice for the snake and all of us. 


If the flaming serpent had gone into the bat cave it might 
have ignited the guano and fried us all. If there were fish in 
the fish cave, where dinner had appeared from, then there 
was water. 


Water should suffocate the flames if there was enough for 
the snake to immerse itself in. 


That was also either a great stroke of luck for the snake or 
the snake was far more intelligent than I'd imagined. 
Dragons were rumored to be intelligent. Maybe this is how 
the legends began or what they meant by "intelligent". No 
matter, the question was "do we pursue?" At least that's 
what it sounded like to me. | shook my head, "no". Porthos 
seemed to understand and relaxed a moment keeping his 
eye on the opening of the fish cave. 


| didn't want to chase the snake. | also didn't think that 
would be successful. According to Smoky we were supposed 
to get the snake to the fish. Well, it seemed like we'd done 
that. | must admit that | didn't care if the snake burned up or 
not. I'd had enough of that thing. 


What was most important to me is that we never see it 
again. It was the same way I'd felt about the lion just this 
morning. | acknowledged that bit of irony but it didn't 
change my feelings any. 


Aramis helped the Captain to his feet. The Captain was a 
little unsteady but seemed to be recovering quickly. He 
stumbled over with Aramis's help to gather up his spear. 
Once he had the spear he used it to steady himself. The 
Captain assayed the situation. Aramis gave a report, or so it 
sounded. 


The Captain listened intently and sternly leaning on his 
spear as he did. It looked like he was in at least as good a 
Shape as | was. 


| felt the dried blood on my cheek and wondered what | 
looked like. None of us were dead, except maybe the lion. 
That was a sad thought. The Princess would be heartbroken. 
| would have lost another critter friend. 


Flashes of the joy I'd had with King and Laddie reminded me 
how precious the love of an animal can be. | felt a pang of 
pity for the Princess followed by a moment of reflective 
sorrow on my own losses. | remembered Kings purr, his soft 
fur rubbing on my face, his little claws kneading my leg as 
he relaxed in my lap. | knew that | might never see King 
again, especially if coyotes had got him. | also knew, in that 
moment, that if and when | ever got home Laddie and | 
would be re-united cause | would tolerate nothing less. 


It wasn't long before Athos, the Princess and lion came out 
of the lion cave. 


The lion seemed alright except for a limp in his right front 
paw. My furry friend and | had one more thing in common, 
we both had a damaged right paw. The Princess was leading 
the lion by his mane. The lion was as docile as a big dog. 
Athos followed along at a courteous distance behind. 


The lion seemed like a giant friendly cat, no more than that 
after my encounter with the monster snake. | was becoming 


acclimated to giant creatures. Some part of me was 
beginning to accept monster beasts as "normal". The lion 
didn't seem quite so big anymore. 


The cat and | had a shared experience of almost being 
swallowed by a snake. | didn't think the lion knew that, but | 
did. Just knowing that we had that in common made me feel 
like we had a bond of some mystical sort. | looked the lion in 
the eyes who returned my gaze. 


The lion dropped to the ground beside the Princess and 
lowered his head, his eyes closed. The Princess looked at me 
with surprise on her face then waved me over with an rather 
old fashioned "hurry up" gesture. | jaunted over to her, 
embarrassingly delighted to be summoned. 


She grabbed my right hand and | winced. She released it 
immediately and grabbed my left. She muttered something 
that sounded like, "sorry, | forgot". She placed my left hand 
on the great lions nose again. | rubbed his nose for a few 
minutes. The cats breathing was rhythmic, comforting, like a 
lullaby. We spent the last few moments of the setting sun in 
this manner. A moment of peace that brought strength and 
renewed courage to us all. 


XVIII: Cat Nap 


The torches on the pillars were still burning giving light to 
the cove as the sun disappeared. 


We were all a little worse for the wear. The lion remained 
placid as a dog by the fireplace. The rest of us milled about 
pulling ourselves back together. 


The Princess remained with the lion giving him comfort and 
keeping him calm. Aramis helped the Captain over to a rock 
chair and began resetting the fire pit stones. 


The fire pit was in even worse shape than it had been after 
the lion had scattered it. The snake had virtually obliterated 
what had been left. 


Athos joined up with Porthos and stared into the dark fish 
cave sharing observations that | took to mean the snake was 
no longer on fire. None of us knew if that meant it was dead 
or alive. 


There was no distinctive sounds coming from the fish cave, 
nothing that said a dragon was approaching anyway. | was a 
mess. My pack with the first aid kit in it was gone. 


The pack could be in the bird cave or the lion cave or 
mushed into the dirt somewhere along the way. The first aid 


kit was one of the few things I'd left in the pack besides my 
windbreaker. 


Right now those items were becoming important. I'd like to 
take a couple of the aspirin. Some of the other items like 
antiseptic and bandages would be handy. It appeared we 
were stuck here for the night again. Another 
incomprehensible idea. 


| felt wimpy already being more dressed than my team. Still, 
| would miss my jacket/blanket when the evening chill 
began to set in. Where would we sleep? Were we going to 
get dinner going again? Are we going to feed the cat or 
sleep on it for warmth? What if the dragon comes back? 


Smoky had said that the snake would follow the cat. That 
hadn't worked out quite like predicted but it could still 
happen. | could see the cat, that meant the snake would 
come here. It was possible that the snake's recent 
experience would discourage it from trying again. However, 
Snakes are notorious for not learning a lesson, so | had no 
confidence that this one had. 


| turned to help Aramis reset the fire pit. | struggled to get 
my cook-stone back in place. The effort was clumsy with one 
hand. Aramis waved me off and set the stone himself. 


He got the pit back together in fairly short order. | went to 
the stack of wood and grabbed some suitable sticks for a 
fire. Porthos and Athos met me at the stick stack and 
selected a couple of sticks themselves. | thought they were 
helping, just for a second. They only grabbed one stick each. 
That didn't seem very helpful. They took their sticks over to 
the pillar by the fish cave. Dipped the ends of their sticks 
into the oil reservoir. When they pulled the sticks back the 


gooey oil ignited as they passed the flame of the lamp. 
Instant torches. It didn't look like the torch would last long 
but that didn't slow those two down as they headed into the 
fish cave. 


| carried my sticks to the fire pit where Aramis arranged 
them in a pyramid stack. He'd have made a good Boy Scout. 
| selected a stick that Aramis hadn't put in the stack yet and 
went to the nearest pillar, the bird pillar, and dipped the 
stick in the reservoir as I'd seen done a moment ago. It 
worked. The stick came out on fire. | took it to Aramis who 
used it to light a new fire in the pit. 


The Captain seemed to be recovering well. No broken bones 
apparently. He was sitting up straighter and checking 
himself for injury. In a bit the Captain pulled himself up and 
shuffled over to the table and began preparing the fish slabs 
once again. He selected a couple of the littlest jars, popped 
them open and sprinkled the powders within over the meat. 


Perhaps he had been the "company cook" all along. | liked 

my nickname of Captain for him even if | was incorrect. He 

might still be the "Captain" and his turn to cook. There was 
no way to know for sure. 


Things were going well. The lion and the Princess seemed to 
be napping beside each other. The Captain was fixing 
dinner, which | was looking forward to. The flames from the 
fire pit gave the place a warm homey glow. Aramis was 
tending the fire helping it get down from it's roaring height 
to something more appropriate for cooking. 


We heard distant shouting coming from the fish cave. Athos 
and Porthos were having some kind of issue. Aramis jumped 
up, dashed off grabbing his spear as he went. The Captain 
turned and looked at me as if | was to do something too. 


| was pretty sure he didn't need my help with the cooking so 
he must be hoping I'd follow Aramis. The sounds weren't 
loud enough or frantic enough in my opinion. The war chant 
of the original Three Musketeers rang in my head, "one for 
all, all for one". | Knew | was "D'Artagnan" in this group. 


| was convinced that surviving this day was no longer an 
option. The best | could hope for was choosing the manner 
of my death. | felt that it might as well be trying to save my 
comrades from a dragon. The stuff legends are made of! 


| didn't know what | could do, but | didn't know last time 
either and came up with a good idea..well, an idea that 
worked. How good that idea was would need to be reviewed 
later. There was no more gooey oil as before so that option 
was out. Back to trying to be scary with my trusty ax. | got it 
back into my hand to the Captains approving look. 


| had my "orders" and dashed off to the fish cave. The first 
thing | noticed was that it was dark in the cave. The 
shouting continued with Athos voice added to the mix. 


| looked around for a stick to use as a torch and saw my pike 
laying where it had rolled off my wrist this morning. | 
grabbed it with my right hand which flashed a familiar pain 
to my brain. | ignored it, delighted that the hand worked at 
all. | stomped on the hook with my boot snapping it off. The 
lashings held the stump flush to the shaft. Quickly | dipped 
it in the reservoir lighting it as a torch. The fibrous rope 
lashing worked to hold the oil on the pole. | had a fine torch, 
good as any I'd seen in the old monster movies. 


It would be wise to lash a few more sticks into torches, if we 
came back alive from whatever battle | was about to join. 


The lion and Princess were still undisturbed. The Captain 
remained focused on his cooking. It did seem to be the best 


thing for him to do. He was pretty tumbled and not quite 
ready for battle. Food would be important to whichever of 
us, if any, Survived to eat it. 


My adrenalin was starting to flow. | felt a primal rage 
growing inside and welling up. | directed the excess energy 
to my feet. Holding my ax in my left and the torch cradled in 
the crook of my right arm, | charged into the cavern. 


| felt like a Viking Warrior charging into the heat of battle. | 
was a beardless, horneless, 14 year old stick of a Viking 
dashing to my doom. | hadn't gone far 20 or 30 yards when 
the cavern turned sharply left. 


As | rounded the turn | heard the sound of running water. 
Like a waterfall nearby. | hadn't noticed the sound before. 
From the cove it must have just sounded like wind. That 
explained how | could hear a wind | couldn't feel. | thought it 
was because | was at the bottom of a cut in the earth and 
the wind was overhead. That might have also been true, the 
two sounds blending into one. 


| emerged suddenly ,following the shouts, into a large open 
chamber. There was a lot of activity going on. All three 
Musketeers were here waving their torches, shouting and 
poking the giant snake. It seemed they were trying to herd 
the snake who was having no part of that. There was plenty 
of room in this cavern for the snake and us. 


The snake was coiled in a two story sized ball of snake. It 
wasn't retreating. It's head bobbed and darted at the guys 
who hopped, poked, waved and shouted back at it. 


The three of them had it pretty harried. The snake was being 
defensive instead of hunting. My torch, about three times 
brighter than the others lit the cavern far enough to see a 
waterfall behind the snake spewing out of the cave wall. | 
had not expected that. It flowed into a stream that rushed 
down a steep hill toward another opening at the farthest end 
of the chamber. 


| wasn't sure with the odd reflections created by waving 
torches but the cavern seemed to glow. There was some sort 
of phosphorous hue about the overall glow of the chamber. 
The same kind of glow my watch would get if | shined my 
flashlight on it activating the radium dots. 


| suspected our torch light had activated the "glow stuff" 
that seemed to cover the whole place. It was an eerie look. It 
was a greenish blue dim glow that made it look like the 
Snake was coiled into a pool created by the waterfall. | 
couldn't be sure because of the odd light, all the chaos, and 
everything was wet and reflective. | heard splashing and 
thought | saw things jumping behind the serpent. That could 
have been the snakes tail flipping in the water. 


| really didn't get time to ponder the scenery or the situation 
as | plowed into the midst of the fray. | wasn't afraid, | wasn't 
thinking, | was angry.. | didn't Know what | was angry about, 
but | knew | was. | was mad with some sort of rage I'd never 

felt before. 


I'd no sooner crossed the entryway when the snake noticed 
me. Perhaps it was the larger flame that attracted it's eye or 
heat sensors. 


It's giant head dove at me, it's mouth opening to reveal the 
serrated rows of teeth I'd seen once before. | leaped back 
with the grace of a Gazelle driven by the adrenalin. | 


screamed at the snake as only an angry child can, with 
everything | had. 


My arm snapped into action and | threw the pike without 
receiving any instruction from my brain to do so. My flaming 
spear flew into one of the large orifices on the front of the 
serpeants head. The snakes head drew back sharply in 
surprise as the burning spear flew up it's nose. It snorted 
blowing the pike back out his nostril. The spear fell 
clattering onto the ground. 


A razor slice of blinding pain shot up my arm and wrist from 
throwing the pike. | screamed involuntarily as the pain hit 
my brain. 


| don't know if it was the high pitch of a childfs scream, or 
the guys pressing in, or the stick in the nose, or coincidence, 
but the snake dove for the opening the stream was flowing 
into. He almost made it when | saw one of the jumping 
things latch it's giant fangs into the snakes neck. 


It was a huge fish, about two people long. It had protruded 
giant fangs which it had now driven deep into the snakes 
neck not far from it's head. The snake flipped it head, 
Snapping it's raised body like a whip. The fish lost it's grip 
flying off to slam into a glowing rock wall with a slap and a 
splash out of sight on the other side of the snakes coiled 
mass. 


Again the snake head dove for the stream opening. | saw 
blood coming out of it's neck. The fish fangs had broken off 
and was still stuck in the snake. This time the pythons huge 
head splashed into the water sending a wave across the 
floor taking all three guys off their feet. 


My knees had given out when | screamed in pain. | was 
already on my knees when the water wave washed up 


against my hip. It didn't knock me over. 


| was holding myself, tears in my eyes, quaking with pain 
and overdosed with adrenalin. The wave was nothing more 
than a dull pressure for a moment. Porthos had lost his torch. 
The other two guys, sitting on the ground as the wave 
retreated, had kept their torches out of the water. In the 
flickers of light | saw the rainbow scales of the serpent uncoil 
following it's head into the same tunnel the water was 
flowing into. 


It took a moment for me to recover. Thru blurry eyes | saw 
Porthos looking for something. My pike. He found it and 
attempted to light it off Athos torch. 


Athos and Aramis got back to their feet and headed towards 
me. They were speaking in supplicative tones that sounded 
like "are you OK?". | wasn't "OK" but | wasn't dead. The 
sharp pain was already fading back to dull. There was a new 
lingering burn in my shoulder. | had a feeling I'd damaged it 
and it would be awhile before it got better. 


The guys were helping me to my feet. My pike-torch finally 
relit after Porthos took Athos torch and dried it. | unbuttoned 
one button on my Scout shirt and inserted my right hand 
using it as a sling. That made me feel better. 


Porthos offered my my torch. | picked up my ax from the 
ground where I'd dropped when the pain hit and rehung it 
on my belt. | took the torch from Porthos and looked around 
the cave. The last of the snake was disappearing down the 
hole. 


Now that we were holding our torches steady things were 
much clearer to see. The glow of the phosphorous cavern 
cast it's greenish-blue hue on everything. 


There was a small fast moving waterfall shooting water into 
a Shallow pool. The water overflowed the pool into a channel 
cut in the rock down to the opening at the far end. 


It was total black in that opening, either it went far or it was 
blocked by a giant snake body. If | walked under the 
waterfall | could get to the other side of the pool. | was 
headed that way to see what was there, to get a closer look 
at the giant dead fish that had bitten the snake. 


Porthos held the torches while Athos and Aramis gathered 
up some netting piled not far away from where we stood. | 
recognized the nets as the former seats of the canoe. Dual 
purpose, both seats and fish nets. | admired the ingenuity of 
the design. | suspected they had used the netting earlier to 
catch our dinner. | hoped that the Captain had dinner ready 
by the time we got back. 


| wandered over casually toward the waterfall, letting my 
legs regain life. | was wet again, and it was sorta cold. 
Movement kept the blood flowing and warmed me a bit. 


On the other side of pool | could see this chamber was a 
dead end. The rocks were rough. | could wipe the phosphor 
off onto my hand making it glow too. | knew better. 


I'd seen enough alien invader movies to know that some 
idiot always touches the green glowy stuff then turns into 
the blob, or alien parasites eat his brain. 


I'd violated the cardinal rule every monster movie fan 
knows, "don't touch the alien goo". It was too late to worry 
about that. I'd already done it. | hoped that some things 
were just in the movies. 


That didn't comfort me much as | approached the huge dead 
fish. | was in the land of Giants. This fish seemed to bea 
Salmon, one that had giant saber teeth like the saber tooth 
tiger, only a fish. It didn't have those fangs now. It laid still, 
dead. It's body easily twice my size. | didn't know much of 
anything about fish. | didn't think that salmon had saber 
teeth, but maybe they did. After they were pressed into a 
can at the grocery store it was to tell. 


That was actually all | Knew about Salmon, they come in 
cans. There was one more thing | remembered about 
Salmon. Salmon swim upstream. I'd been told that they do 
that to return to their prehistoric soawning ground. This 
chamber was a dead end. This Salmon had been jumping 
the rocks up that tunnel to this pool. 


The other jumping things I'd seen must have also been 
Salmon, friends and family of this heroic soul who had 
turned the snake away from us. It was sleek and glowing 
from having slid down the phosphorous wall. It was alien. | 
was touched by the courage and ferocity it had displayed 
with the snake. It had drove it's fangs deep into a snake our 
spears couldn't pierce. What enormous power it must have 
had. 


There wasn't much else to see in this cavern. Although | 
noticed that the dome of the cavern was porous. There were 
many dark holes high above us. Not large. 


From where | stood they appeared to be about coffee can 
sized spots. | didn't Know what those spots were. At first | 
thought they might be bats. Dim phosphorous light doesn't 
bother bats, but torches do and none had moved. 


| was staring at the spots trying to make them out when | 
spotted a piece of the moon shining thru one of the spots. It 


wasn't much of a sighting, but if | moved my head | could 
see the moon thru several spots. That's how | knew they 
were holes. | didn't know what geological event could cause 
such a thing but | knew that the ceiling wasn't as strong as it 
looked. 


| imagined that any creature that burrowed would end up 
falling into the pool. Rabbits, gophers, mice, rattlesnakes, 
badgers, tortoises all burrowing desert creatures could have 
made the holes. They would have been food for anything in 
this cavern. 


Perhaps the fish ate them or they washed away down the 
tunnel. The guys came up beside as | was staring up. They 
joined me in staring for a moment. | looked at them and 
shrugged. Our understood "I don't know" signal. Porthos said 
something that got Athos and Aramis to drop the net beside 
the dead fish. | held my torch for better lighting. It was good 
timing as one of the torches Porthos was holding sputtered 
out. He tossed it down, just a stick now. 


We knew the other one wasn't going to last long. No way to 
tell how long mine would last although it was good at the 
moment. 


Athos and Aramis rolled the fish into the net. Each of them 
grabbed one end of the net and hoisted it up. It was 
obviously quite heavy. I'd guess 200 to 300 Ibs, maybe more 
based on the straining they were doing to lift it. 


These were fairly strong guys yet, they wrestled to keep the 
fish up. | re-evaluated my guess, the fish could weigh closer 
to 500 Ibs. 


Porthos handed me what was left of his torch and joined the 
other two by hoisting the center of the fish. Now, it looked 
like they were ready to go. 


Porthos looked over at me and said something nodding with 
his head toward the way we'd come in. 


| got his meaning. | was the light. | was to lead. | had both 
torches in one hand. The one Porthos handed me wasn't 
actually burning anymore. | hadn't noticed till | took a step. | 
dropped the stick. We were down to one torch, one giant fish 
and not far to go. Should be an easy stroll. 


The weight of the swinging fish made our stroll more of a 
wobble as the guys stepped in time across the wet stone 
floor. 


It didn't take too long to make it back to the cove. We hadn't 
actually been gone very long. It felt like we'd been gone for 
hours where in reality it had must have been closer to fifteen 
minutes, give or take. 


| glanced at my wrist where my watch was supposed to be. It 
wasn't there. I'd lost it somewhere too. | hadn't noticed till 
just now. Keeping track of time, hour by hour, minute by 
minute, seemed impractical anymore. Time wasn't going to 
be important again until | returned to civilization. 


Living each moment as it unveiled was the only possible 
thing to do. | didn't Know enough about anything going on 
to even begin plans for the future, near or far. 


| wasn't going to need a watch. It was a Mickey Mouse watch 
| picked up during a Scout outing to the Magic Kingdom. It 
had been "Scout Day" at Disneyland and the place was filled 
with Boy Scouts from all over the World. We had a marvelous 
day swapping stories, meeting Scouts from far away places, 
comparing and trading patches. Scouts in their best 
uniforms reflecting their nation and culture. Strange 
languages weren't much of a handicap, there were plenty of 
kids who were bi-lingual. | was not one of them. Disney had 


kindly scattered talented linguists throughout the park but 
they were hardly needed. 


All us kids, boys and girls, had the shared background of 
being members of the Scouting program. That made it easy 
to communicate, for the most part, using similar techniques 
that these Indians and | had managed. 


The Scouts would point to patches or things, as the Princess 
had done with my patches and the drawings. These people | 
was with were much like the Scouts in that way. | was going 
to miss the watch, but | wasn't going to need it. 


The Captain was roasting fish on interlaced sticks over the 
fire. | could hear the sizzling of the meat, smell the delicious 
aroma of fried fish. Hunger pangs stung my tummy as we 
tumbled out of the fish cave entrance. 


The Lion and the Princess were both up,awake and standing. 
The lion snorted at our appearance then started sniffing the 

air. | understood that to mean he preferred his fish fresh, raw. 
He began padding toward us expectantly. 


The Princess remained where she was, watching. | wasn't at 
all concerned, frightened, or alarmed. I'd used up all those 
emotions lately. | was a bit numb, just holding the torch 
while the guys quickly dumped the fish out of the net. 


The fish had barely landed on the ground when the lion 
leaped on it knocking all of us back as he did. He sank his 
fangs into the great salmon body and walked away into the 
lion cave with just the slightest limp as he went. His tail 
flipped happily as he disappeared into the dark of his lair. 


I'd been following the guys so! was a step behind them 
when the lion leaped. The beast had not bumped me but 


had knocked Porthos into me. We were a little tumbled. | 
kept my footing and in moments we had all recovered. 


My torch went out as if on cue. | dropped it. Together we 
walked in a clump toward the fire and the Princess. She 

smiled to see us. We all smiled back. We were tumbled, 

bruised, wet, sore, but not broken or dead. 


| felt "victorious" as we all seemed too. 


The Snake had followed the fish. | imagine massive body 
blocking the stream exit probably kept anymore saber- 
toothed salmon from making it to their soawning cave. 


Smoky seemed to have gotten that one right. That part of 
our mission was over. The lion was supposed to have eaten 
the bird, but he got a fish instead and seemed pleased. 
Good kitty... 


Whatever Smoky had been or was or is, it didn't "Know 
everything". Things were "working out" but not much like 
Smoky had said it would. 


The snake was gone chasing fish. 
The bird was gone, flew away. 


The fish were no doubt headed back to the sea with a sea 
serpent chasing them. 


The lion was munching, according to the sounds coming 
from his cave. 


It was time for the people to care for themselves. | was 
pondering the tale of the bat. We were supposed to lead the 
lion "thru" the bat cave to the peoples "village", according to 
Smoky. 


There had also been some advice about doing that in the 
daylight. That meant we were staying the night. We'd be 
Camping with the lion. | considered working my way down to 
the beach but my aching arm suggested | forgo that idea. 


Using my left hand | slipped the kerchief off my neck and 
began to attempt tying a knot in the ends with one hand. | 
had to sit to achieve the goal, which | did. It didn't take but 
a moment. I'd tied plenty of square knots and a few granny 
knots so even one handed wasn't much trouble. | slipped my 
new sling over my neck and gently lifted my arm out of my 
shirt. Twinges of pain pricked my shoulder and wrist as | 
guided the arm into the makeshift sling. It was a relief to let 
the weight off. | hadn't realized that I'd been using my arm 
muscles to keep my hand in my shirt until | stopped doing 
that. 


The Captain seemed to be feeling better. He was waving at 
us and saying something that must have meant, "dinners 
ready, come and get it". 


| stood for a moment letting the other guys take the lead. 
The Princess was looking at me. | caught her look of concern. 
| must have been a mess. Clothing wasn't designed for this 
lifestyle. My pants were still wet but not cold anymore. | had 
no idea what my hair looked like. 


My hair was cut short in a kids tousle style while the guys 
long hair draped and dried, mine could have been sticking 
up or out in a frightening fashion. 


My shirt was untucked with one button open. | felt like an 
overdressed clown. In the midst of all we were going thru | 
found myself worried about "fashion". The thought was 
funny and | giggled a little to myself. 


The Princess giggled too, a charming little stifled snicker. | 
was chuckling at the ludicrousness of my thought. | guessed 
she was giggling at my appearance. 


The Captain pulled a stone flint knife from a pouch under his 
loin cloth | hadn't Known about before. The Princess had 
one. It seemed logical that they all would. | just hadn't 
thought about it. They had brought the fish slabs in already 
filleted. | should have wondered how they had done that 
without tools. | hadn't thought about it at the time. | was 
astonished that the question had been skipped in my mind, 
that it was just now becoming a subject. With his stone knife 
he deftly sliced off two pieces of fish then brought one to the 
Princess and one to me. She took her fish politely, came over 
and sat next to me. Together we bit into our fish. We were all 
hungry. 


Aramis, Porthos and Athos had all done the same as the 
Captain with their own flintstones before the Captain made 
it back for a piece himself. 


We ate with our bare hands. Each of us gobbling down our 
fish in silence. | picked the bones clean and placed them on 
the arm of the carved stone chair I'd selected. As fish bones 
go they were fairly large. Too big to eat accidentally and too 
big for the Princess to slip into her pouch. 


| ate my whole piece and was Satisfied. | unclipped my 
canteen, gulped a drink and offered it to the Princess. She 
smiled at me and took the container. She marveled at the 
metal fora moment then took a drink herself. 


| noticed as she drank that the canteen had new dents but 
was still water tight. When she had finished her drink she 
held it up high and spoke something to the other guys. It 


seemed they didn't have a canteen. | imagined they just 
drank in handfuls from the river. 


The river was twenty foot down a rope ladder from here. A 
bit far just to wash down dinner. Each of the guys came 
around and took a drink from the canteen. They each 
examined the metal and the cap dangling from it's little 
chain. They seemed delighted with such a wondrous water 
carrying device. They also were happy to get a drink. | 
hadn't seen them drink anything all day, nor had | 
actually..we had been busy. 


After his gulp Aramis played with the cap attempting to 
press it back on. | showed him how it screwed on and he 
found that to be delightful. He screwed and unscrewed the 
cap a couple of times. Examined the threads like an 
engineer with a new invention. 


The Princess and | watched his studies till he motioned to 
me a pouring action as if he was pouring something into the 
canteen. He spoke as he did but | didn't get what he was 
Saying or asking. 


The Princess took it upon herself to add an interpretive 
dance of her arms. From her waving arms, hand illustrations, 
body language and speech | eventually interpreted correctly 
that Aramis was offering to do the climb to refill the canteen. 
I'd have thought that the fish cave would be a closer source 
of water. That water fall could be used as a cold shower and 
canteen filler. 


| had no way to make my alternate suggestion to him, 
although | could understand a reluctance to going back into 
the glowing cave. What if the snake had come back in our 
absence? 


| nodded approval at Aramis who jaunted off in good spirits 
and down the rope ladder. 


Porthos and Athos were back to the netting where we'd left it 
when the lion grabbed his salmon. | watched as they slipped 
spears thru the netting then set them across two of the 
carved "chairs" in the stone. The Princess and | were seated 
on one they didn't use. In short order they had created two 
hammocks. 


A most novel multi-purpose netting. | was going to have to 
remember what | was learning here. 


The Captain had removed the rest of the fish slabs from the 
fire and was slicing it into smaller pieces. He wrapped them 
in the cloth from the Princesses wicker basket and placed 
the freshly wrapped pieces into the basket. Those pieces 
reminded me of the beef jerky slab I'd started the Scout 
Jubilee with. 


XIX: The long night 


It was hard to remember that a few days ago I'd been just a 
kid at a Scout camp. | was something else now. | was a lot 
older than | had been back then. That person, that life, was a 
long time ago. This was reality now. This was the world | 
lived in. 


| had no idea what time it was. There was a bright moon 
shining granting a soft glow to the ledge of the cove. | 
couldn't see where the moon was so it didn't help tell the 
time. It hadn't been dark very long but when one is running 
around in caves it's hard to tell when dark started. 


The fading fire in the pit wasn't giving out any light anymore 
just a light glow left in the coals. 


Aramis came back up with my canteen and returned it to me 
with the cap screwed on. His smile of accomplishment 
reminded me of a kid that had just done his first cartwheel. | 
smiled back and nodded a thanks. He spoke in bragging 
terms as he mimed screwing the cap on the canteen. | put 
the canteen back in it's holster looked back at Aramis still 
gleaming. 


| responded to his boast with "you bet" and a thumbs up. He 
immediately stuck his thumb up and said, "you bet" 
enthusiastically. | was startled as hearing him mimic my 
words. My thumb was still up when the Princess beside me 
stuck her thumb up and said, "you bet". Now, | was really 
confused. Were we "bonding" or what? Both of them had 
mimicked me. Aramis grabbed my good hand ina 
schoolyard familiar grip and pinned my thumb. He snorted 
in disdain of his easy win. 


The Princess turned her thumb up toward Aramis and said 
something in their own language not much different in 
sound to "you bet". Aramis grabbed her hand and the two of 
them engaged in a familiar game of "thumb wrestling". He 
won again in a few flurries of Princess giggling exertion. He 
chuckled at his easy win. 


Aramis made a few motions that indicated he felt that | and 
the Princess were both easy opponents in the game. 


Now that | understood what we were doing, | wanted a 
rematch. | was no thumb wrestling champ but it's a very 
popular game with native children and the Boy Scouts. | had 
competed before and held my own. 


| thrust my thumb out at Aramis again and mimicked the 
words I'd heard the Princess say. A hearty affectionate laugh 
gushed out of Aramis as he grabbed my hand. We looked 
each other in the eye before commencing. Once it was 
assured that we had honorable ready position, the Princess 
blurted a sound that was unmistakeably a version of "go" 
and we began. 


Aramis made a quick move, | countered. Our thumbs darted 
back and forth each attempting to pin the other. Our fingers 
interlocked our thumbs trapping and slipping free to no 
clear winner. This went on for 30 seconds or more of 
constant motion and intense focus when Aramis firmly 
pinned my thumb. He was a clear winner for all to see. 
Everyone saw his win. The whole group had watched our 
competition in rapt attention. Aramis threw both arms up 
like he'd won an Olympic event. The rest, except for the 
Princess, slapped both hands on their legs in a synchronized 
beat saluting his victory. 


The Princess slapped my leg in time with the beat. | 
supposed as the loser that getting slapped during a victory 
salute was to be expected. It didn't hurt. 


It was almost stimulating the blood circulation in my legs 
under the damp cloth. My pants were drying slowly in the 
cool air, but they were drying. 


The Princess challenged me to a "you bet" thumb wrestling. 
Athos challenged Aramis, the reigning champ at the same 
time. The Captain and Porthos played audience to the 
games. It was hard to believe with all that had happened, 
with all our bumps and bruises, with nothing but the 
prospect of a long cold night in a cave, that we were actually 
playing a game! 


Aramis was right. The Princess was easy to defeat in thumb 
wrestling. In a moment | had her thumb pinned. As | pinned 
her thumb she looked into my eyes with a faint expression of 
alarm, of awareness of her defeat. Those deep pools of 
mystery melted my resolve instantly. My thumb went weak 
for an instant as | was allowed a peek into her soul. In the 
next instant | felt a quick action and my thumb pinned. My 
eyes had never left hers. | wasn't sure how she had done 
that, make me go weak just my looking at me. Some sort of 
magic was all | could figure. "She's a sorceress!", flashed 
across my mind. Of course! That made sense. These people 
have magic! 


The Princess threw her arms in the air like Aramis had. She 
announced in a firm voice that she had won holding her 
arms in the air. What she said, exactly, | didn't know ..but it 
sounded like a satirical "| am the greatest!" 


The Captain and Porthos did the bent over drumming clap 
on their legs in appreciation of her announcement. | did a 
one handed clap on my leg, joining in. 


Aramis and Athos were still wrestling as we clapped. Their 
battle was fast and furious. Both of them standing allowed 
for some foot shuffling adding an extra enthusiasm to the 
game. They tugged, pulled, thrust and parried with both of 
them yanking on each other. | could see this game had 
deeper dimensions than we'd had on the playground. Ina 
moment Aramis pinned Athos thumb, obviously a true 
champion at this pursuit. Aramis threw his arms up and 
cheered again. We all joined him in our drum circle clapping. 
It was kinda musical, like a hillbilly "ham-bone" session. We 
cheered with him and laughed together. 


There was a Spattering of animated conversation between all 
of them that | felt a little left out of. | was OK with that 


because my arm was aching something awful. | wanted to go 
to sleep. Not only was | tired but if | could sleep thru the 
pain perhaps it would be less when | woke up. Most of my 
right arm was numb. That | was grateful for. But the shoulder 
could not find a comfortable position to be in and would 
twinge with each effort. The wrist complained with a 
distracting continuous burn. 


It might be a little early for "bedtime" but I'd had enough to 
warrant an early night. | leaned against the rock, closed my 
eyes and tried to hold myself and the wounded arm still both 
physically and mentally. It got quiet, they all stopped talking 
at once. 


| heard the Princess return to her seat beside me. | opened 
my eyes to see as she sidled up beside me. It seemed she 
intended to sleep in my stone chair with me. | hadn't 
expected that! | was sure that one of the hammocks had 
been for her. 


She gently laid one arm across my chest as she snuggled up 
against me. She was soft and warm and comforting. | let my 
eyes close again. | felt someone staring at me. | opened my 
eyes and looked into the face of the Captain standing over 
the two of us. Our eyes connected. His expression was one of 
parental tolerance, or resignation. | wondered if the Captain 
was maybe the father of the Princess. Would that mean the 
Captain was actually a king? 


| reminded myself, as the Captain turned away, that she 
might not be a real Princess, that was just my name for her. 
Then again, she could be. 


XX: Glow stick 


| knew nothing about her people, their way of life, their 
village or governmental system if they had one. | closed my 
eyes again reveling in the comforting snuggle of the 
Princesses warming embrace. The rock was cold and hard 
but I'd found a position that had minimum pain to it. 


The Princesses gently rhythmic breathing got me to 
breathing in time. Breathing in time together | think put us 
both to sleep. | barely remember hearing the sounds of the 
others shuffling about doing this or that. It seemed they 
were being politely quiet. Fading into blissful oblivion came 
swiftly. 


The sun was just breaking when | woke. We must have been 
bone tired to sleep soundly on the rock divan till daylight. 
The Princess was still holding me and the warmth was 
pleasant. | felt a little rested. It hadn't been as bad a sleep 
as I'd feared. | laid still letting my eyes peruse the area. 


The Captain was snoring in one of the hammocks, Porthos in 
the other. Athos and Aramis were already awake still on their 
respective rock beds. Both were sitting and whispering to 
each other. At first | thought they were just being 
considerate to let the rest of us sleep. Then | noticed the 
lion. Laying like the Great Sphinx in Egypt near the cliff side 
edge. I'd have thought he was too big to lay down in that 
spot but never underestimate a cat, even a giant one, to get 
into small areas. 


The lion seemed to be pervueing the beach like a big dog 
keeps watch while his master sleeps. The Great Cat being in 
the room gave an extra import to the whispering which was 
now both polite and wise. 


The ache in my right shoulder was a dull throb. My arm still 
hung in the sling. The Princess was laying on my left arm. 
My wrist didn't hurt but | hadn't moved it. 


My pains, except for the shoulder, had become just a 
general ache that seemed to blanket me from head to toe. | 
shuffled my position a little and the Princess stirred. My wrist 
twinged a bit but not severely. As soon as the Princess 
moved and fluttered her deep beautiful eyes open the lion 
scrambled to his feet and padded over to us. His limp in the 
right front paw seemed a touch more pronounced as he 
approached. His giant head loomed over us as he locked 
eyes with me. 


| knew that looking a wild animal in the eye was not 
recommended but the lion started it. | held his gaze fora 
moment as the Princess sat up releasing my arm. The lion 
silently curled his upper lip into a snarl. | didn't need a 
translator to get his meaning. | was too close to his human, 
time for me to move away. With carefully calculated motions 
so as not to confuse the lion of my intent, which was to 
comply with his command, | began slipping off the rock. 


| glanced back at the Princess who had just finished rubbing 
the sleep from her eyes. When our eyes met, for only a 
second, my mind hit a blank spot. | forgot what | was doing 
lost in her gaze. The lion picked up on that somehow. | guess 
he wasn't pleased cause he used his big head to give mea 
helping shove. | plopped on my butt, which was also sore 
and the landing brought that back to mind. 


It seemed the day would be spent rediscovering those 
forgotten bruises. | wasn't pleased at being shoved although 
| realized that his act was quite kind considering the options 
a lion had at his disposal. 


My opinion of the lion was redefining itself as | worked to get 
off my butt without using my right arm or hand. The lion had 
been the greatest threat on Earth, a danger, a monster the 
terror of my nightmares. Yet, in our mutual battle with the 
serpent we had been allies, although | didn't know if he 
knew that or not. 


He was being kinder and less threatening but there was no 
way to tell his motivation for that. That the Princess liked me 
must have influenced his thoughts about me. 


The cat and | were like two baby brothers competing for 
"Mom's" attention. | knew | didn't stand a chance as | 
watched the Princess sleepily rub the lions nose. The lion 
closed his eyes in a reverie not unlike my own from last 
night. 


It seemed the Princess could charm man or beast. | found 
myself experiencing a little jealousy of the cat. Not a familiar 
emotion to me so at first | didn't understand my angst with 
the lion. 


In fact, | had a plethora of unfamiliar emotions jumbling 
about inside me. | couldn't sort them out but, | did know that 
harboring any kind of animosity with the lion would not be 
good. There was always a chance the wild animal would 
discern my emotion and react in some potentially adverse 
manner. 


| shuffled over to the stone table and sat on the stump after 
sitting it back up. Something had knocked it over while we 
Slept. 


No doubt, it was from the lion bumping it. There wasn't 
anything else that could have or would have knocked over. 
We had all slept through that moment. Perhaps a log falling 


over wasn't as loud as | thought it should have been. | felt 
like a clanking robot with all the gear hanging on my belt. 


| removed the flashlight from my belt, turned it on and 
looked at the bulb. Nothing happened, the batteries were 
dead or the bulb burned out or both. | placed it on the table, 
repositioned the ax and canteen on waist. | felt more 
balanced and a touch lighter. 


| might have slept better if I'd done that before going to bed. 
Maybe not, sleeping on a rock just isn't that comfortable no 
matter what. 


The Captain and Porthos were up. They were unbuilding the 
hammocks, gathering the nets when the lion put his right 
paw in the lap of the Princess. 


The paw was So large it almost covered the girls slight 
frame. She petted the paw and examined it as a good 
veterinarian might. After a cursory examination her lilting 
voice spoke some soft words her free arm making a 
wrapping action as she spoke. 


| took it she wanted something to wrap the lions paw with. 
All of us darted our eyes around for something to wrap with 
when | noticed that all eyes had landed on me. | realized 
that | was the only one with clothes. Enough clothing that 
even a piece or two would do the job. | was just imagining 
turning my now dry scout pants into shorts when Aramis 
came to the rescue. 


Aramis held up one hand and one finger like a scientist that 
had just discovered gravity or something. He spoke a single 
word that could have been either "Eureka" or "Wait". Aramis 
jogged to the rope ladder and disappeared down it. | could 
hear him running on the sand but didn't feel much like 
getting up to look. 


I'd never really been a coffee drinker but was beginning to 
think this would be a good time to start when Aramis 
returned. To my consternation he was waving my white 
BVD's like a victory flag. 


| laughed, the lion snorted.. | stopped laughing. | 
remembered I'd left them on the pole during my hasty 
dressing on the beach. He held them up for the Princess to 
see stretching the waist band back and forth demonstrating 
it's elasticity. All the guys muttered at that mysterious effect 
but the Princess just nodded and purred at the cat. 


The lion lowered it's massive head onto the Princesses lap. | 
was concerned that it might accidentally crush her with just 
weight alone. That turned out to be another unfounded fear. 


The lion was more careful than I'd imagined it could be. It 
was such a sweet moment that | dared to try taking another 
picture. | fiddled with the bag and the camera while Aramis 
sliced my underwear into swaths of cloth. He'd cut off the 
band so it was separate. 


Aramis tiptoed over to the Princess to hand her the newly 
made dressing. The lion raised his head to meet Aramis who 
stopped walking. The Princess waved him on and he 
approached slowly, deliberately with his hand outstretched 
holding the cloth. 


| thought for a moment that the lion would swipe at the 
cloth. It was sitting with it's sore paw in the Princesses lap 
holding itself in that position with it's good leg. It didn't 
seem inclined to swipe with it's sore paw either defensively 
or for play. The lion growled a little as Aramis got "too" close. 
The Princess cooed at the cat again and it stopped growling. 
She took the cloth from Aramis who backed away 
respectfully. 


The Princess kept cooing and purring while she wrapped the 
lions ankle like an athlete wraps an ankle. She slipped some 
of the fish bones from her pouch and used them like straight 
pins to hold the wrapping in place. Then she took the elastic 
and bound the upper side of her wrapping on the lions leg 
apparently to keep it from falling down. The lion tolerated 
her gentle attentions. As she placed the last fish-bone pin 
,attaching the elastic to the wrap, the lion began licking her 
hair. His tongue was as wide as her whole head. The Princess 
lowered her head and let him thank her for a bit. 


After awhile she raised her head pushing the lions nose back 
as she did. He stopped licking, lowered his paw and looked 
over his shoulder in my direction. It was a casual look as cats 
do normally for reasons we might never know. | took the 
picture. The click was as loud as ever but no one seemed to 
care, even the lion. Perhaps we were all too tired or maybe 
they were just getting used to me "clicking" my toy once in 
awhile. Maybe they thought it was some kind of mystical or 
religious affectation of mine. An eccentric quirk lumped in 
with all my other oddities, no doubt. 


| contemplated that these people had treated me with a 
surprising amount of respect one of my age rarely 
encounters from adults. Through all our time together, little 
more than a day actually, they had also treated the Princess, 
my age roughly, as Royalty. 


| remembered the Captain bringing the Princess and | our 
pieces of cooked fish. | wondered if that was a parental 
thing, guardian, simple courtesy or the act of a loyal servant. 


In this moment of contemplation | put the camera back in 
it's bag. | thought, "maybe this is some kind of Never Never 


Land". These folks might come from a village that is run by 
children. Perhaps, like some cultures revere their ancestors 
these people revere their children. That seemed like an 
improbable concept but with all I'd seen lately not 
impossible. 


The glow of the morning sun was brightening the ledge. The 
warmth of the coming day was already filtering into the 
environment. The Princess rose from the stone couch. She 
and the lion strolled off to the lion cave together. 


| took this opportunity to step over to the ledge and relieve 
myself into the wind. 


The beach was fairly well lit. | stared down at the scene as 
my stream dissipated in the breeze. The white sand 
beginning to glitter as the mica specks reflected the suns 
rays. The poles stuck in the sand stood as silent witness to 
my passing presence there. The canoe still laying on it's side 
where we'd left it. 


| finished my mission and headed back to my stump. The 
Captain passed me on the way and replaced me on the 
ledge like a changing of the guard at Buckingham Palace. I'd 
started a fad, one after the other the guys took a turn at the 
cliff side. 


Porthos, on his way back, stopped by my seat. He spoke to 
me making unscrewing motions followed by a drinking 
action. That was clear enough. | unclipped the canteen 
again and passed it to him. He uncapped the canteen, took 
a big drink then motioned as if asking my permission to 
“pass it around”. | made my best dismissive gesture trying to 
imitate a similar motion I'd seen the Princess do and said, 
"sure". 


That worked, Porthos directed the canteen at Athos on the 
way to utilize the cliff and said, "sure". Well, we were picking 
up a few words of each others language. 


| wondered if "Sure" meant "water" to them, or "canteen" or 
"drink" or even "share". Athos gulped a drought then 
continued on his way. Porthos then directed the canteen at 
the Captain who nodded and headed over toward us. As the 
Captain approached Porthos he called out to Aramis and 
showed him the canteen. 


Aramis had his arms full of netting as he shook his head 
"no". He came over and tossed the nets off the cliff side then 
replaced Athos at the "relief station". Upon his return to the 
cove he pointed his upturned thumb at me and said, "you 
bet?". | wasn't up to thumb wrestling with the reigning 
champ this morning and rubbed my sore shoulder to make 
my excuse while shaking my head "no". Aramis laughed, 
tousled my hair and strolled on to pick up his spear. 


The Captain placed the Princesses basket on the table, 
opened it and retrieved a piece of cooked fish. 


Holding his homemade fish stick up, like Porthos had with 
the canteen, the Captain spoke to all of us. | gathered he 
was asking "anyone else want breakfast?" The rest of us 
shook our heads and said "no". | said "no", they said some 
other word that sounded more like "nyet". | don't think they 
were speaking Russian, something kinda close maybe. | 
marveled briefly how "no" has a similar ring in many 
languages.. nyet, nein, nicht, nay. | was beginning to believe 
that all languages of humans were just animal sounds we 
make that became "words". That seemed logical. Most 
animals make similar sounds to other creatures of their 
species why would humans be any different? Nightingales 
sing similar songs, wolves make similar howls, monkeys 


make similar chatterings, human make sounds that other 
humans can understand beyond language. 


| became aware in that moment that if | understood 
Nightingale song, or wolf howl or monkey chatters then | 
could speak with those animals in their language. | doubted 
if I'd be able to imitate a Nightingale but | was sure the 
Princess could. Right now, | was having enough trouble 
communicating with fellow humans. Learning to speak with 
animals would be something to work on in my life, if | ever 
got one. That random thought got me to consider that 
maybe this was my life now. Maybe there would be no 
“going home". Perhaps, | would spend the rest of life caught 
in Never Never land battling giant snakes, hunting saber- 
toothed salmon, and saving Giant lions. Somehow | didn't 
think that running around in a loin cloth was my cup of tea. 


| reminded myself that | was just a kid. | had school to 
attend, a Mom to hug me and put band-aids on my wounds. | 
had a good dog who was surely missing me as | was him. | 
had a Dad doing something | suddenly felt | should know 
more about. | wasn't ready to leave my life for this one. The 
idea of running around wild with the Princess had an 
attraction to me, but competing with her pet lion somewhat 
dampened my imagination. 


No one had offered to "adopt" me into their tribe. At least as 
far as | could tell, they hadn't. | wondered if their lack of 
curiosity about me had been nothing more than my 
perception. | had imagined many things about 
them..probably mostly wrong. I'd even imagined names for 
them, maybe they had done the same about me? 


All six of us were human, or seemed to be. If they weren't 
human they could fool a Doctor by appearances. Maybe they 
had two hearts or three kidneys or some other abnormality 


of aliens from space that could only be found with an X-ray. | 
took the selenium stone from my shirt pocket and began to 

fiddle with it in the rising light. | turned it this way and that 

looking at things thru it. It mostly made things fuzzy unless 
they were very close. | looked at the guys who had gathered 
their spears. 


The guys looked like normal humans through the stone but 
the spears glowed and sparked when looked at thru the 
rock. 


That was a Surprise! | put the rock away from my eye and all 
seemed normal. No sparks, no glow from the spears. | looked 
thru the rock again and the spears regained the glow 
throwing off little sparks of invisible something ina 
glittering aura around them. 


There were my "Sparkles" again. Were these spears alien 
technology? What was | looking at? It looked similar to 
radioactivity I'd seen a demonstration of when they taught 
us about Radium and Madame Curie. Was the red color of 
the spears from some kind of radioactive paint or were the 
spears themselves radioactive? Was it radioactivity | was 
seeing or just something that looked like it. Was it 
dangerous? Were we all being "nuked" by red paint? Did 
they know about this? 


| was about to try and show what I'd seen to the guys but 
just then the Princess and the lion reappeared. | slipped the 
rock back into my pocket instead. | noticed that the pillars 
were no longer burning, out of fuel. 


We had no more to refill the oil lamps with and from the 
looks of the guys "readiness" it seemed we were about to 
adventure somewhere. 


All of them had their spears. Mine, what was left of it, was 
just a useless stick now. 


The Princess had begun speaking in her soft lilting tones, in 
her subtle dance that accompanied her speech told of 
flapping wings and covered eyes. | took that to mean "bats" 
and "dark". 


The guys were conversing among themselves seemingly 
attempting to design or imagine an alternative light. An idea 
came to me, out of the blue.The idea that had come to me 
should not have worked. Fortunately | didn't know that. My 
science was "kid science". I'd seen "radioactivity" but | 
didn't know anything about it except it's dangerous. 
Radioactivity is energy being released. | wondered if that 
energy could be released into a light bulb? | wanted to try 
an experiment. | dismantled the flashlight, took the bulb 
holder and bulb out in a unit, dumped the batteries on the 
table and pulled the bottom spring out. 


| walked over to the group carrying the parts in my sling. | 
kept my pace nice and easy so as not to alarm the lion. My 
approach was noticed by all. 


They paused in their chatter. The lion was resting his paw, 
holding it up. He probably should have a sling but then he 
couldn't walk. We were becoming more alike all the time. 
Standing there, holding his paw in the air he just looked like 
a really big loveable puppy. | could sympathize quite easily 
with him. 


My shoulder was not enjoying the bounce of even a gentle 
walk. He seemed to sense my compassion. Naturally | had 
kept an eye on the cat as | approached and | thought | saw a 
subtle change in his eyes. They seemed to soften as if he 
also sympathized with me. It was an almost imperceptible, 


bonding moment of sorts. It was a very tiny thing, maybe 
imagined, but the sensation | felt washed over me like a 
gentle flood. 


| could feel the raw compassion that exists in the wildest of 
creatures. It was a primal connection between me and the 
cat. Once again we had met at a "brotherly love" level. It 
was a most curious and compelling sensation. The feeling 
made me think | could "read his mind" and he could read 
mine. The feeling got compounded when | sensed another, 
similar, energy mixed with the lions and mine. As | got closer 
to the guys and the cat | was able to discern that the "extra" 
energy | was sensing was coming from the Princess. 


| was surprised. | had thought | was having a new and 
unique experience only to find that the Princess was already 
there. This was pure animal energy for lack of better words 
to express it. In the last few days I'd been brought to an 
animal level and could , fora moment anyway, relate to the 
“wild kingdom" in a new way that only the "old ones" of the 
tribe had spoken of. 


The "Storytellers" of the tribe told tales of ancient times 
when man and animals spoke directly. They were all myth 
and legend, of course. 


We kids often endured the tales at the Pow Wow's and get 
togethers as just folklore. It was clear to me now that the 
tales were more than just fairytales. The legends were from 
times long ago when humans were more primal, more 
connected to nature. The songs sung of Great Chiefs 
speaking to the Eagle or the Bear. The tales told of Braves 
on a vision quest receiving instructions from Coyote or Owl 
or Wolf. Stories of skills forgotten and lost within the realms 
of modern man. 


In a flash of epiphany | grasped that this was how the 
Princess had "controlled" the lion. It wasn't control, it was 
"love". The lion would do anything she asked. The Princess 
knew how to ask by speaking directly to the lions 
consciousness. | understood that | too was part of this, 
whatever it was. That | could also "speak" to my brother, the 
lion. 


The lion and | didn't have to talk, it was a "free flowing" 
exchange of thought that passed between the three of us. 


| had a more pressing mission, There was a light to make 
work if | could. The peace | felt between me and the lion 
allowed me to be a bit bolder, more affirmative in my actions 
and words. | no longer felt threatened by the cat, nor 
apprehensive of turning my back or attentions from him. 


| chose Aramis to attempt to communicate my idea too. He'd 
been a good fella and | liked him. | think if we spoke the 
Same language we could be friends. He was probably 10 
years older but that wasn't important at the moment. 
Perhaps, in the future, if | ended up joining their tribe or 
village, that might be more of an issue. 


| wanted to see if one of these spears would light the bulb of 
my flashlight. | grabbed a hold of the spear that Aramis was 
holding and pulled in an effort to let Aramis know | needed 
to borrow it. He didn't "get it" and pulled back with a 
disapproving scowl. 


| remembered that these guys had been pretty good at 
holding onto their spears. It was the only things they had 
brought with them besides flint knives and whatever else 
may have been in their pouches. 


| gave up on getting the spear and instead knelt down and 
placed the spring under the flat end of the spear. | pressed 


the spear down on the spring as if to say "keep it there". 
Aramis understood and pressed down on the spear holding 
the spring firmly. | pressed the metal side of the bulb holder 
against the side of the spear then the tip of bulb on the 
spring. Nothing happened. | was disappointed and | think it 
showed. 


It was a stupid idea, | reminded myself. There was no reason 
to expect it to work. Seeing radiation and using it are two 
entirely different things. 


I'd confused the guys who probably thought I'd lost my little 
mind. 


| held the bulb up to the light to see if the filament was 
broken. It seemed fine, always hard to tell with those tiny 
bulbs. | squinted, peered, turned the bulb to make sure and 
it all seemed to be good. The obvious answer was that 
spears, even radioactive ones, are not batteries they are 
sticks. | shrugged at the guys who understood a failed 
attempt. 


Aramis took his spear off the spring. | gathered the pieces 
went back to the table and rebuilt the flashlight. | slipped 
the batteries back in rather than just leave them on the 
table. | clicked the switch and nothing happened. | peered at 
the bulb, held my hand to block the ambient light around 
me and still nothing. It was dead. | laid it on the table, just a 
piece of technological junk now. 


| really didn't want to venture into the bat cave without 
some kind of light. I'd already looked in there and it was 
long, dark, scary and filled with bats. | started back to the 
group who was gathered and ready to go apparently waiting 
for me. It seemed | was part of the group now. 


They began to shuffle into some kind of marching order with 
the lion and Princess in front. The fish cave was off to my 
right and | remembered that the walls glowed. If | could get 
us some glowing rocks to carry that would be something. At 
least we'd be able to find each other in the dark. 


| held up one finger to the group the recognized, "wait" 
signal I'd seen Aramis use. They looked at me in a moment 
of indecision. | took advantage of that to dash into the fish 
cave. Having some familiarity now with the turn that 
blocked the glow from sight made navigating to the pool 
and waterfall fairly easy. The sound of the waterfall was a 
pretty good guide, that and the wall itself. | glimpsed the 
glow and slowed down to peek in just to make sure the 
Snake hadn't made a return. It hadn't. There was no snake 
nor did | see any jumping fish. 


| wandered in looking around for loose rocks. There were 
some but they weren't glowing. | guessed that the flood 
waters from the giant snake had washed the phosphorous 
stuff off. 


| took my ax and rapped against a rough spot hoping to 
make some glowing rocks | could carry. It was an awkward 
rap using my left hand but it worked. The rock broke and a 
few pieces fell at my feet. A couple of them looked big 
enough and glowy enough to serve our purpose. | rapped on 
a couple more likely spots and was rewarded with some 
good rock chunks. | loaded them in my sling and jaunted 
back. 


| held one rock before me like a candle in the dark part of my 
exit and it worked. It wasn't much but a greenish hue but by 
moving it side to side | was able to see well enough. | knew 
these would work like wimpy penlights. A candle would have 
been much brighter. 


| stopped. | realized how silly | was being. | didn't know if the 
group would actually wait for me or not. We hadn't shared 
much history. How would they know if | had my own way out 
or not? Perhaps they would just assume that | would go back 
to my life and they to theirs and leave without me. 


| felt the time pressure and decided to risk it. My new idea 
was that if | had enough little glowing rocks | could leave a 
trail we could follow back if need be, or at least mark our 
trail so we didn't get lost. | didn't know where the bats | 
scared went on my first visit to the Lost Kingdom but | could 
tell it had been a fair distance. 


| soun around, jogged back the short distance to the fish 
pool. As quickly as | could | hammered some more chips off 
the walls. The size wasn't important as long as there were 
plenty. 


| wished | had my pack to load them in but the sling would 
have to do. | gathered up the new stone chips. My sling 
glowed with the accumulation sufficient enough that | didn't 
need to hold a rock for illumination. The light wasn't much 
better than before on my way back, but | was able to use my 
left hand to support my right arm as | walked briskly to the 


group. 
XXI: To the Bat Cave 


Once out in the light of the cove the glow from the rocks 
couldn't be seen anymore. | must have seemed completely 
looney as | tried to hand everyone a rock. They all refused to 
take a rock and | had no way to convince them. The Princess 
kindly extended her hand with poise and grace to accept a 
"rock gift". | could tell it was a diplomatic way to bring 
whatever | was doing to an end. 


| handed her a nice rock and the lion licked my face. 


| was startled and | almost fell over backwards. The lion 
returned to placid as if nothing had happened. The guys 
laughed, the Princess giggled. The lion chuffed and the guys 
stopped laughing. Then | laughed and the lion joined me 
with an exhaled "ohf, ohf, ohf" as if he was chuckling too. 
The Princesses giggle turned into a twittering laugh. Her 
eyes sparkled with amusement. 


In a moment we recovered our composure. The Princess took 
a hold of the lions mane and began to guide him toward the 
bat cave. The Captain stepped up beside me, extended his 
hand and said something | took to mean, "I'll take a rock". | 
handed him one. He examined it, switched it from one hand 
to the other shuffling his spear from hand to hand as he 
looked the stone over. Seeing nothing remarkable he kept it 
in his left hand and his spear in the right. 


They seemed to think that | was suggesting the rocks be 
used as weapons, something to throw. We were crossing into 
the darkness when everyone noticed the glow from the 
rocks. An understanding seemed to spread over them as 
they made "ah ha" sounds of comprehension. We kept 
walking as the three musketeers each also requested a rock. 
| handed one to each of them. | dropped one of the little 
ones on the ground. In a step or two | dropped another then 
another. | got a nod from everyone who pointed to the 
glowing dots on the ground. 


From the drawings and the tale that Smoky had told the bats 
were a threat to humans. These were people eating bats. | 
considered that maybe | had been wrong and they were 
vampire bats after all. Smoky had said that the snake would 
scare the bats away. We didn't have a snake any more, so 
that plan wasn't going to work. We had a lion but from what 


| gathered so far, that wasn't going to be enough. There was 
the part about an old giant bat and "her children". | just 
knew we were walking into Dracula's dungeon. 


| asked myself, "why am | going with these people?". Several 
answers came to me at once. One of them was the Princess. | 
admitted that to myself, that | had been enjoying her 
company. | also knew the real reason was that if | stole the 
boat or tried to swim for it there was a good chance that | 
might catch up with the snake. 


If | did bump into the snake again it would be his turn to get 
even. The snake was a known terror I'd rather not repeat in 
any way, Shape or form. I'd much rather take the unknown 
risks with giant vampire, people eating, bats in their own 
dark cave. My brain melted a little as the full realization of 
what we were doing loomed to the forefront. 


| dropped another rock reminding myself that if we had to 
"run away" from the bats they would mark a direction to go. 
| made a mental review of the Scout oath.., trustworthy, 
loyal, helpful, friendly, courteous, kind, obedient, cheerful, 
thrifty, brave, clean and reverent. 


| wondered how many of those | might have to forgo to "get 
outta this". The review was something I'd done many times 
before. When | was first learning it | was just memorizing. As 
time went on it became a "code of honor" that | lived by. 
Anytime | faced any situation | would do the "review" to 
make sure that my choices kept my honor intact. We all 
have our moments and even at my tender age I'd already 
walked the gray areas of each of the 12 mandates. | knew 
my answer. If at all possible | would "keep the code". | would 
maintain my honor. | just hoped I'd live long enough to tell 
about it. 


We hadn't gone far before the dawn light of the cove was 
gone. We were in dark, just black. The sounds of the desert 
winds faintly heard behind us. It was pretty quiet. The 
greenish glow of the rocks was a comfort in the dark. Not 
enough for us to actually see each other, just enough to 
know where each person was. 


| was glowing pretty good from the many little rocks in my 
sling but not enough to illuminate anything else unless it 
was very close. The glow light allowed me to tell when | was 
about to walk into the back of the lion. The lion had been 
calm with the Princess, padding along with his little limp. 


| retained a bit of amazement at the cats change in 
demeanor since we'd become acquainted. 


| spotted something a bit off, a little odd. | could almost see 
the Captains face. 


There was a slightly brighter light near him somewhere and 
it seemed to be getting brighter as we walked. | wondered if 
we were coming into a unknown light source. Then | saw the 
culprit. There was a brighter glow coming from where the 
Captains hand held the spear. It was like his hand was 
glowing. All of our hands were glowing where we held our 
rock but his was glowing brighter. 


We kept walking, hearing and seeing nothing. We all 
remained silent, listening. Even our footsteps were muffled 
as if we were walking on moss. 


The ground was covered with some kind of plant growth ina 
thin layer of dirt. My botany was weak. | didn't know what 
the plants were. They could be a mix of several such as Ice 
Cactus, maybe moss, tendrils of something crossed the path 


occasionally, some kind of cave grasses. In the faint glimmer 
of our rocks there was no discernible colors or details for 
identification. 


| kept my eye on the glow of the Captains hand. | could 
Swear it was getting brighter. Perhaps it was an illusion or an 
effect of my watching. Maybe my eyes were adapting to the 
dim light and | could see better. These things | told myself 
until none of them were believable anymore. The hand was 
definitely glowing brighter than our rocks or even my 
collection of rocks in the sling. | broke the silence and said, 
"wait". A word they'd heard before and | hoped it would work 
to get them to stop. It did, the whole group stopped 
including the lion who sat down holding his sore paw up. 


| gently pried the Captains hand off the spear. He put up a 
mild confused resistance then moved his hand away. When 
he did a fairly bright spot of light glowed from his spear. 


The light was sufficient to illuminate a foot or so. | could see 
the Captains face fairly clearly in the improved light. | put 
my rock in my sling and tried to wipe the spot off. The spot 
smeared but | felt nothing. It also glowed brighter. | rubbed 
the spot again and it got even brighter. | kept doing that 
until that spot was glowing like a decent flashlight. It was 
amazing! 


We could see in that light. It was still green but it was a 
much brighter green. Intuitively the rest of guys tried the 
same trick. They dropped their glow rocks and rubbed their 
spears with their glowing hand. Each of the spears began to 
glow brighter and brighter as they rubbed. 


It seemed that the phosphorous made the spears 
luminescent. | wasn't clear on the details of how this physics 
reaction worked but in no time we had fairly decent light. All 


four spears were glowing like alien flashlights. The effect 
was delightfully astonishing. We all talked about the effect. | 
had no idea what they were saying or them me. | was 
guessing that the combination of phosphorous with 
whatever radioactive material contained in or on the spears 
reacted to create a nuclear glow. 


| was alSo deeply concerned which the other guys seemed to 
not be. | knew that radioactivity was dangerous. We'd seen a 
16mm school film on the subject. | was sure we were all 
going to die slow painful deaths from radioactive poisoning. 


The brighter light was a cheery change to the gloomy mood 
we'd been marching with. Our spirits were higher. The light 
was good for morale. | saw no point in even trying to explain 
what it might mean even if | could have. | was delighted to 
have the light too. It was bright enough that the glowing 
rocks near us seemed to be just rocks. The ones a little 
further off in the darkness still glowed. 


| had figured that Dracula's bats would get us long before 
radioactive poisoning did. That was a weirdly comforting 
thought. 


Somehow having all my blood sucked out by a giant 
vampire bat was a brighter prospect than the slow ghastly 
desiccation of a death by radioactivity. It was an odd comfort 
and gave me courage. | felt emboldened to be able to 
choose the manner of my death. It was then that | realized 
I'd already made that decision when | stepped into this cave 
with these people. 


| wondered if the lion, with it's great size and strength, 
would survive after the bats had sucked us all dry. If one is 
killed by a vampire bat in a radioactive cave do they 
become vampires, mutants, zombies or what?. Maybe we'd 


just be dead. Perhaps the world isn't filled with undead 
creatures wandering the night after all. 


Are all undead cursed to only be able to walk in the night. 
Dark was wearing a little thin on me. | didn't like the 
prospect of being an undead. 


| was just about to consider what "life after death" might be 
like if one wasn't turned into an undead when a more 
important note came to mind. There weren't any bats! 


We'd come far enough that we were started to walk ona 
accumulation of guano. That meant there should be bats. 


We resumed our walk. The Captain moved to place himself 
at the head of the group with our new lighting. The lion 
snarled at him in disapproval and he stepped back. The 
Princess shrugged as if to say, "what can you do?". 


The cadence and phrasing of her softly sooken words 
sounded like, "it's OK". The two of them had led us into the 
cavern while it was still dark. Unless the Princess could see 
in the dark we were actually following the lion that could see 
in the darkness. 


That meant that the lion might see a light we don't. | didn't 
know what wavelengths of light the lion might be able to 
see. | didn't see anything but the green light given off by 
the spears. It didn't seem like the light was helping or 
hindering the cat. We followed along keeping a sharp 
lookout for anything that might be a hazard or threat or just 
alive, moving or not. We saw nothing. | scanned the ceiling 
and saw no bats, just rock. 


We passed a column that was a stalactite that had merged 
with the stalagmite below it. | think they have a name for 
that kind of geologic formation but | didn't know what it was. 


We kept going. We couldn't see much with our light because 
the cavern was larger than our light could illuminate. 


It was a long cavern. There was another stalactite not far 
from us coming into view as we walked. | imagined we'd see 
a few more before we got to wherever the end of this was. It 
was an odd shaped stalactite, a little rounder and bulkier 
than the last one. It had another odd feature, it moved! | 
hadn't experienced stalactites before but | was pretty sure 
they were rocks and don't move. "Was | seeing things 
again?", | checked my eyes by focusing on the stalactite. 
Yes, the stalactite was moving! 


A cold chill went up my spine as | realized that it wasn't a 
stalactite. It was a bat. A giant bat hanging from the ceiling 
of the cave. 


It was a giant bat "waking up". The bat extended it's giant 
wings that seem to stretch from one side of the cavern to 
another. It was an awesome spread, bigger than the 
magnificent bird I'd watched fly away! We all stepped back 
suddenly except the lion. He roared and charged. 


| have no words to describe the explosive power of the lions 
roar. It was like a sonic boom in an echo chamber. It was 
deafening in the confines of the cavern. The stalactite 
behind us crumbled, rocks dropped from the roof of the 
tunnel, we all cowered as the Princess screamed "nyet" at 
the lion to no avail. | heard the sounds of giant leather wings 
flapping away from us. | guessed we startled other giant 
bats who were vacating the area. 


It was daylight outside, a time when bats sleep unless 
interrupted by a large charging lion. The bat met the lions 
charge with equal ferocity. 


The great cat showed no signs of it's wounded paw being a 
handicap. The bat enveloped the lion with it's great wings. 
We couldn't see much of the cat except it's tail. The two of 
them tumbled and rolled rocking the Earth as they did. The 
lion growled and snarled, the bat shrieked and screamed. 


It was terrifying as they crashed back and forth against the 
walls of the cavern. There was no way to tell if this was the 
"old bat" or one of the "children" Smoky told us about. 


The Princess was shouting and gesturing almost frantically. 
She had forgone her usual elegance in the heat of the 
moment. | recognized the "save my kitty" tone in her shouts. 
All four guys threw their glowing spears at the bat. They all 
landed true sticking into the bats body. 


The bat released the lion and turned on us. The spears, also 
the only light, were stuck in the bats back putting the light 
behind it. In the eerie green glow it looked like a demon as 
it's head and giant vampire fangs darted at the Princess. 
She was the closest to the bat. The bat would have got her 
but the lion sprung to his feet and landed on the bat 
slamming it to the ground. 


The great cat was going for it's killer neck bite when the bat 
rolled violently throwing the lion off. The lion's wounded 
paw may have kept it from getting a good grip. The cat flew 
and hit the wall about half way up to the ceiling. It flopped 
to the ground on it's back. 


A cat landing on it's back only happens when it hasn't 
enough room to spin in air or it's stunned. There was no way 
to tell which had happened to the lion nor any time to think 
about it. The bat turned on us again. Two of the spears had 
been snapped off and laid on the ground glowing. At least 


the light had stopped moving around which gave a little 
clarity to the scene. 


Porthos dove to retrieve one of the spears. 


A poor choice as the bat lunged at him when he dove. The 
Princess threw herself at Porthos and drove him sideways 
like a linebacker on a football field. Under other 
circumstances I'd have considered that impossible. Her 
slight frame wouldn't seem to have enough mass to move 
Porthos like she did. 


The bat twisted around in an effort to bite the Princess. | 
threw a glowing rock which struck the bat on the side of the 
head. The rock bounced off harmlessly but it got the bats 
attention. 


The bat spun toward me and | noticed it used it wings on the 
ground to pivot on. That was how it could get such fantastic 
acrobatics that it could flip a giant lion onto it's back. 


One rear paw of the bat flashed out and grabbed me by my 
shirt as it back flapped away from Porthos and the Princess. 


It continued back flapping carrying me up off the ground. | 

felt like a mouse in an owls talons. | could see behind us as 

the bat twisted in air. It flapped furiously away from the lion 
that had gotten to it's feet and in pursuit. | was a balloon in 
the wind carried by the bat in it's race to get away from the 
lion. 


The lion leaped at us ,his wrapped paw missing me by 
inches. He dropped back to the ground as we flew off away 
from him. The glowing spears in the bats back lit the cavern 
as we headed deeper dodging pillars of stalactites as we 
sped thru the cave. 


The drawings had shown people being carried off by the 
bats. | was now one of those people. There was nothing | 
could do. | was busy being whipped around like a flag in the 
wind. The glowing rocks dumped out of the sling sprinkling 
down like stars in the sky. My arm came out of the sling and 
flopped around painfully. | tried to grab it with my other arm 
and failed because we kept jigging and jagging. | had a hard 
time even finding a visual reference so | knew if | was up or 
down, looking at ceiling or the floor. In this flight my sense 
of gravity was thrown off. 


It was an odd sensation to not know if the bat dropped me 
whether I'd fall up or down. | couldn't tell which way was 
which. 


XXII: The Landing 


We raced thru the cavern. The bat flapped furiously the 
spears bouncing on his back. The bat carried me as if | was 
already carrion. There was no indication that it even 
remembered it had grabbed me. | got the sense that | was 
kinda heavy, slowing it down, making it's abrupt changes of 
direction a little less sharp. 


It wasn't enough to keep me from being bashed against a 
stalactite as we brushed by it. Twice the bat flew low enough 
for my legs to drag on the ground but he didn't let go. | kept 
trying to grab some part of the bat with my good arm. 


If | could have gotten a hold of something maybe | could 
have stopped being twisted and turned hanging from my 
shirt. Minimum clothing like the natives were wearing might 
have prevented being grabbed at all, or the bat would have 
sunk his claws into my flesh instead. | didn't know if | should 
curse the shirt or bless if for saving me from worse. 


It got brighter in the cavern. | presumed that meant we were 
near an exit of some sort that allowed sunlight in. Ina 
second the light got very bright then almost vanished as the 
bat tucked his wings and darted thru a fairly small opening 
out into the bright daylight. Both spears tore out as they 
scraped the top of the portal. | saw them fall past me. 


We were in the great outdoors before the spears hit the rock 
floor. Struck by brilliant sunlight the bat shrieked unfurled 
his tucked wings and with a few powerful flaps rose above 
the desert floor. | was still being carried but the flight was 
smoother in the open air. | was able to reach up and grab 
one toe of the bats foot. 


| was unable to get a good grip. The toe | was holding onto 
was too big for my child hands to close around it. It did 
provide a steadying anchor and maybe a last ditch chance if 
the bat let go. We were about 50 foot above the desert and 
Slowly losing altitude. 


Abruptly the bat veered right. He then swooped down into 
into the canyon where the river flowed. We were well past 
the lost kingdom over some rapids. The boiling water 
beneath us kept getting closer and closer. We were 
descending pretty rapidly. | felt the bat was losing strength, 
so was |. My hand slipped off the toe. 


We'd gotten past the rapids and were now skimming just 
above the river. 


| twisted as best | could hoping to wrest myself free while | 
was close to the ground. The effort failed and only served to 
make my right shoulder even sorer than | imagined possible. 
The ache in the shoulder was intense. | howled in pain. My 
legs hit the water like they had the cave floor on our way 
out. 


It felt like the water grabbed my legs and wrenched me out 
of the bats grip. | heard and felt the shirt rip just before | 
splashed face first into the frigid waters. 


I'd had just a split second to gulp some air before being 
submerged. The fast current swept me along as | bobbed to 
the surface. | was having trouble keeping myself above 
water with only one working arm. My lungs were froze from 
the sudden cold and | couldn't get a breath. Keeping my 
head above water wasn't helping if my lungs didn't start 
working. My chest was constricted temporarily as my body 
acclimated to the shock of the icy water. 


In a moment, shortly after a panicked, frantic splashing a 
breath came in. It was fresh, invigorating and nourishing. 
One simple breath restored life to my mind and body. The 
water was steady and fast as | flowed with it like a bobbing 
cork. 


In the distance | saw the silhouette of the bat tumble into 
the water too. 


It flapped around in the water similar to what I'd just been 
thru then | lost sight of it. | never saw it come up again and 
could only guess that either it was the old bat or it had been 
more damaged in the fight and flight than it's behavior had 
revealed. 


The canyon walls showed no beach or landing until | got to 
about where I'd seen the bat splash down. The bat was no 


where in sight, but a small beach area about a football field 
away seemed worth steering toward. 


The river widened a little about 50 yards from the sandy 
Strip on the side of the river. The current slowed a bit making 
my efforts to get closer to the shore a little easier. 


In a few more minutes | crawled out of the water and flopped 
down on the white sands. The heat of the morning sun 
started drying me immediately, warming my bones. | laid 
there letting my blood flow and warm. The cold had 
interrupted the pain signals from my shoulder. As my body 
warmed the pain returned. It was most uncomfortable. 


Wearily | rolled over to let the sun work on my other side. | 
was covered in sand stuck to my wet clothes and body, | 
didn't care. 


| let my eyes explore the bright cloudless sky and wondered 
where | was. There was nothing to see but open but blue 
open sky. It was a deep brilliant blue like I'd never noticed 
before. This might have been the first time in my life that I'd 
just laid back and watched the sky. I'd never noticed what a 
rich blue the sky actually had. It was like peering deep into a 
mountain lake. | Knew | was looking at space thru the 
gaseous vapor of our water atmosphere. | was a fish at the 
bottom of the sea looking up at a waveless surface. 


| must have laid there for fifteen minutes or more absorbing 
the sun, drying, getting my mind to override the pain in my 
arm and wrist. The ache in my wrist wasn't so bad. It was 
getting better, not so the shoulder. As long as | didn't move 
the shoulder it was OK. 


My mind cruised the body an in internal examination. The 
bump on my head was still there but a minor thing. Both 
legs ached from the exertion of doing most of the work in my 


recent swim. | felt the bruise on my hip a little more clearly. 
The arm was the major issue. | would need to get it back into 
the sling. | wondered how badly my shirt was damaged but 
not real interested in finding out for a moment. 


As | laid there in the sand | had time to think. The battle with 
the bat would have ended for the lion, the Princess and the 
guardians. Wherever their home was | hadn't seen it during 
my flight. That didn't mean it wasn't nearby. Eventually the 
group would find the opening to the outside like the bat 
had. They might even know it was there and where it was. 
The lion would be a bit of squeeze thru the hole. The 
opening was large enough that people could walk thru 
comfortably. If they continued, and | was sure they did, they 
would not have been that far behind me. The bat and | had 
flown less than a mile! calculated. If | was to catch up to 
them | would need to know which direction they headed. 


Wherever their village was it couldn't be far from the river. 
They had come by boat when we first met. They had been 
paddling upstream. It would not be possible to paddle 
upstream thru the rapids. That meant their village or 
encampment should be within two or three miles upstream 
from here. Calculating the distance we'd traveled in the 
cavern or which direction wasn't a sure thing due to my 
extreme disorientation during the flight. 


Based on the amount of time we'd flown in the tunnel, and 
guessing we hadn't taken an offshoot tunnel or that there 
even was one, our cave flight had been about a half a mile. | 
also knew that if | followed the river far enough that | would 
reach Parker. 


Even if this part of the river was just a tributary it would 
have to catch up to the only river in the desert, the mighty 
Colorado River. 


| laughed inside a little to realize that | had made it to where 
| had intended to. I'd been below the earth, then high above 
the ground and now at the bottom of the canyon again. At 
least | was still by the river, the lifeline of the entire area. It 
was getting warmer as | dried. The breeze down here was 
Slight but comforting. Slowly, with deliberate movements | 
got to my feet. | was feeling the sand that was coated me 
from head to toe. The sand was under the clothes rubbing 
against my skin. My scout uniform was covered in sand. The 
gritty stuff was in my hair and on my face. Even the 
roughing of my cheek had sand over the top of it. 


| looked around for something to hang my clothes on. There 
were no sticks nor plants on this strip but there were several 
large rocks. None of them were flat like the stone tables but 
each had a few flatter spots here and there. | emptied the 
pockets of the uniform placing the items on which ever flat 
spot they would fit on. 


The camera in the plastic bag was first and seemed to have 
survived intact. | took it out of the bag and used it asa 
weight to keep the bag in place under the camera. 


My selenite stone | also placed next to the camera on the 
plastic bag. My right arm wasn't real happy about just 
hanging so | used my left hand to slip back into the sling. 


At that moment | realized how lucky | had been that the bat 
had not grabbed my kerchief. | might have been strangled 
being drug around by my neckerchief. 


| put the scout knife on a separate spot. It would need 
cleaned from sand in it's crevices. There wasn't a spot large 
enough for the ax or the canteen. | leaned the ax against the 
rock | was using for the camera and scout knife. 


| took a drink from the canteen recapped it and placed it in 
the sand on the shady side of the outcropping. 


| found another spot for the telescope and magnifying glass. 
The scout compass in my pocket was broken. The glass was 
cracked and fluid flowed out of it as | sat it down too then 
laid my match container next to it. 


Every little move | made caused something to ache. My 
joints were strained, my muscles overworked from the 
combined exertions of all that had occurred. 


Slowly | unbuttoned the shirt. | let my arm back out of the 
sling long enough to get the shirt off then put it back in the 
sling. 


| held the shirt up with one hand. It was ripped along the 
back in three sections as the cloth was sliced by the bat 
talons. It was pretty tattered and torn and would have to be 
replaced if and when | ever returned to the world of people 
and stores. 


For now it was still wearable. Wearing it would be justa 
convenient way of carrying it with me more than protection 
or fashion. 


| shook out the sand as best | could and threw it over a rock. 
| untied the boots and slipped my feet out of them. They 
were still quite wet. My feet were wrinkled from being inside 
the wet leather for so long. Both knees on the trousers were 
torn open. | discovered that my knees were also scrapped 
when | got the pants off. The scrapes looked like they should 
hurt a little but they didn't. | shook the sand out of the pants 
and tossed them over a rock too. 


Naked except for the sling with my arm in it | waded into the 
stream. | let my right arm out of the kerchief sling long 


enough to rinse the cloth in the water washing the sand out 
of it. The water was cold washing over my feet. The ground 
under the water was a combination of smooth rocks and 
sand. Not quite as crystal clear as the shallows by the lost 
kingdom. The water was deeper and a little siltier. The river 
was wider here, the current slower as | washed the sand off 
my body. 


| could see a long ways looking downstream. 


The river ran fairly straight past the end of the canyon and 
out into the flat desert about another mile or so away. 
Upstream | could see the rapids tumbling out of a narrow in 
the canyon with steep sides. 


Somewhere above those rapids was the lost kingdom. 


There was no point in even trying to figure out how to get 
back to there. My new friends wouldn't be there. 


XXIIl: Homeward Bound 


There would be nothing for me even | could get there. | 
didn't spend much time in the water. My right arm back in 
the sling, water dripping off it as | stepped out onto the 
beach again. | stood, turning my body to the sun drying my 
exposed skin. 


The little sandy strip of shore that | had washed up on was 
narrow and long with a slighter wider spot in the middle. 
There were half a dozen boulders sticking up out of the 
sand. Two of the boulders were holding my equipment like 
wares on display. One of them had my shirt on it ,another my 
pants. That was pretty much it. No sticks so a campfire 


would not be possible. There wasn't even any plants growing 
anywhere | could see. 


The rock walls were as steep as they were upstream and 
smoothed by the river having cut the channel in it's millions 
of years of working the stone. | Saw no animals, no people, 
no birds flying, no insects buzzing. Nothing unusual for the 
desert in the morning. It was a barren place. 


There were no sounds other than an occasional whispering 
wind. It became clear to me that my "survival mission" had 
begun anew. 


This time | had less equipment and less food. | remembered 
the Princesses basket of fish steaks that she must have 
dropped during the bat battle. | flashed back to a moment 
when we were all walking in the light of the spears. | had 
been following the lion and the Princess as were the rest of 
the crew. 


The Princess was holding the lions mane as it led us forward 
in the dark. 


| remembered that | hadn't seen the basket. | thought how 
odd that was in hindsight. No one was carrying the basket. 
That basket had been almost magical. She had produced a 
few things from that basket and it was unknown what else 
might have been in it. She had guarded it fairly well when 
we first met. In our consternation about creating light had 
we forgotten the basket? Was it back at the cove, laying 
there abandoned with food in it. Perhaps the Princess had 
placed it on the lion using him to carry it like a prospectors 
burro. | hadn't seen it on the lion but the lighting had been 
marginal at best in the dark cavern. 


| didn't see a way off this beach. Climbing up the cliff side 
wouldn't be possible even if there had been a rope. There 
was no rope this time, | looked. Going upstream to the rapids 
or downstream to the flat could only be done by swimming. 


| was a strong swimmer having spent much time at the 
pools. It's something desert children get good at because 
immersion in water is an escape from the desert sun. | knew 
my sidestroke but even that requires two arms, or does it? | 
thought | might be able to keep my head above water doing 
a one handed sidestroke. Even if | couldn't actually swim, I'd 
already kept my head above water and could do that again. 


The current could then carry me downstream like any other 
floating log. That seemed like the only way | was going to 
get out of here before the sun got so hot that I'd be baked 
without cover. | wondered if | could just bury myself in the 
sand like an alligator or something. That seemed like it 
would be cool and comfortable. | didn't know where that 
quirky little thought had come from. It was notable because 
of how much temptation there was to the idea. 


What was left of my rational mind suggested that even if | 
could bury myself that wouldn't make things better. It was 
more likely to work as a Dutch Oven than a blanket of cool. | 
dismissed the idea and tried to focus. 


Were there any options I'd overlooked? | wanted another 
option. The river was cold, it would be about a mile of 
floating. | could be bobbing along for an hour before getting 
to the flat desert. It might not take the whole hour, maybe 
even half of that depending on the current. The river might 
be shallower a little further down allowing me to stand and 
walk or take a break from the cold.. or not. 


| had to consider, "could | take it, could | withstand the 
strain, the pain, and the cold, long enough?" If | could make 
it I'd be back to walking. If | failed, | could drown. 


There was one more thing. Floating in all my clothes and 
gear would be another handicap that could wear me out and 
pull me underwater. 


| no longer considered rescue even a possibility and didn't 
give it a thought. 


"How long had | been missing?" "Was | missing, was there 
someone looking for me or had they given up?" "Did they 
even try?" 


| was sure that Mom would be driving a search for me. 


I'd lost track of days and nights. | guessed it had been four 
or five days since I'd seen the buses drive away. 


If | was going to leave here | should do it soon. The float 
downstream idea was the only idea | had. 


| did think of something that might help which was if | could 
turn my pants into floats like the Red Cross had taught us 
during swimming lessons at the school pool. The flaw with 
that idea was that both knees were ripped out. The pants 
would never hold air. 


| wasn't one of the natives whose feet seemed conditioned 
to walking the burning sands. They had been undisturbed 
by thorns or rocks. | would need my boots for walking so 
they had to come with me. | would need my clothes to 
protect me from the sun and give me cover if soent another 
nite in the desert. Those were things to worry about if | got 
to that distant shore. None of these concerns were important 
if | didn't make it out of here. 


Slowly a plan began to form in my mind. If | wore the shirt 
using the buttoned pockets to secure the gear and turned 
the pants into a knapsack to carry the boots | might be able 
to make it with everything. That's when | remembered | 
didn't have a harmonica anymore either. | tried to remember 
if | had put in a pocket or the day pack or just left it laying 
somewhere. 


Did it get lost in the sands of the beach or left on a stone 
table, maybe the divan where I'd slept. Didn't matter, it was 
gone and | wasn't about to go back and look for it. 


| cinched the belt on the pants as tight as | could using my 
left hand and feet. That made the waist as small as my little 
fist. The boots wouldn't fall out thru that. | turned the pants 
upside down and tied the two legs together. That was a little 
harder than | expected but with a little wrestling | made a 
decent knot. 


| had created a crude pack | could slip over my left shoulder 
and neck. It would ride high on my back which | hoped 
wouldn't hinder my efforts to stay above water. 


| put the canteen in one boot and the ax in the other. | then 
wove the loose strings of the boots around the ax and 
canteen then tied a quick "Safety line" to the belt. If they did 
fall out they wouldn't get far. | put my dry shirt on slipping 
my arm out and back into the sling again. The shirt was 
warm as fresh from the dryer. | reloaded the pockets with the 
gear including the scout knife this time. The knife bulged 
the pocket and made it harder to button but | managed to 
get everything in the two pockets. 


The warmth of the shirt reminded me it was getting warm 
fast, my time was short. | may have already dawdled too 
long. | felt it imperative that | get out of here. If | waited till 


sunset my odds of survival in the desert would be reduced 
by nightfall. 


If | timed it wrong now I'd be boiled by the suns reflections 
off the water. If | timed it wrong at sunset | could floating in 
frigid waters in the dark with no hope of getting warm or dry. 
Hypothermia would be a far greater risk in the evening than 
now. 


| put my left arm thru the pant leg loop and hoisted the pack 
over my head. As | walked to the river bank | bolstered my 
courage by reminding myself there was "no other choice". 


It was a moment of "do or die". | could die doing this but | 
would surely die if | did not. | waded slowly deeper and 
deeper into the water letting my body acclimate to the chill 
as | went. | steeled my nerves as the icy water rose above 
my waist up to my chest. | breathed forcefully using the 
effort to keep my resolve and warm the internal organs a bit 
with muscle heat. 


Close to the center of the river | started to get bouncy 
buoyant only my toes touching the ground. | began a one 
armed treading water as the current carried me away. It was 
a good current and | was moving along at a pleasing pace. If 
this kept up | would be at the landing far sooner than I'd 
calculated. It was an warming thought. 


The cold water numbed the body. | didn't feel the pains 
anymore or much of anything else either. My shoulder didn't 
hurt so much either. 


In a bizarre way it was the best I'd felt in couple of days. | 
treaded water and floated only slightly handicapped by the 
pack and one arm. 


It would seem that all that time "wasted" swimming at the 
pool was paying off. The journey was quicker and easier 
than | had imagined. | chided myself for having been such a 
“worry wart". | felt as if | could drift off and nap while waiting 
for the water to wash me ashore somewhere. 


| knew that was dangerously deceptive feeling. It was a 
strong feeling and tempting to give in to it. If | drifted off 
into a "nap" | would stop treading water and probably drown. 
| kept telling myself that | could sleep when | got to shore. 


| repeated that a few times until | had it "locked in". My mind 
no longer considered the feeling to be a comfort or a good 
idea. 


| had convinced myself that the feeling was a threat. The 
body disagreed and pulled on my eyelids to close them in 
blissful resignation. | became aware of a separation of mind 
and body. The body puts the mind to sleep, not the other 
way around. 


When it comes to sleep time it's the body that is the master. 
The mind struggles to override the bodies demands. The 
body was attempting to retreat into some instinctive 
preservation mode. 


| don't Know how that primal impulse may have helped the 
caveman, or if it did or not, but my modern brain resisted 
the impulse. | could almost hear a conversation between the 
body and the mind. The body saying, "this is what we do to 
survive, we go into hibernation mode". My brain saying, "not 
now". The body responding with an even stronger, "yes, 
NOW". leaving the brain with only a stern rebellious "NO". 


Something that was working to my advantage was the warm 
sun and bright light. The combination of those two seemed 
to give the body a boost in endurance. It was evidence that 


the brain was right and "not now" was an acceptable 
compromise. | was grateful that my mind and body had 
finally reached an accord that allowed "me" access to my 
own awareness. 


It was a ephiphanic moment of wondering who "I" was that 
had listened to the debate within me. The river widened out 
into a small lake. The current slowed to almost nothing as | 
floated in. | felt like | "woke up". | paddled a bit more 
vigorously raising my head a bit higher above the water. | 
scanned for the closest shore and began paddling in that 
direction. 


XXIV: Shore 


There were people on the lake shore. They were small 
indistinct people from my vantage, but definitely people. | 


wondered if they were "Arrow people" like from the 
drawings. 


With my Order of the Arrow patch maybe the Guardians 
thought | had been an Arrow person. Maybe they were 
people from the Guardians village. They had noticed my 
pike, suggested | take it with me.. perhaps, they thought | 
was a convert. That maybe | had been an Arrow person who 
decided the spear was better. Maybe they thought | had 
been seeking to join the "Spear People" and that's why | was 
at the lost kingdom. It seemed that | had become one of the 
Spear People, at least for a little while. 


| had been one of the Guardians to the Princess and lion. | 
felt good about that and wondered how they were doing. Did 
they make it out of the bat cave? 


| paddled on unnoticed as just a bobbing head in the water 
by anyone on shore. | saw tents and knew they were 
Campers of some sort. There was a fair amount of people 
milling about. A lot of them seemed to be kids. It was a lot 
like a Scout camp. 


Was it possible I'd managed to stumble onto another scout 
camp? Most of the tents were obviously the usual two man 
pup tent as was customary to most scout camps. There 
seemed to be no uniforms and a mix of boys and girls. 


| was sure that it wasn't a scout camp. Scout camp outs had 
never been co-ed. It was, nevertheless, some kind of camp. 


There was a bigger tent with grown-ups milling about 
nearby and several vehicles, cars and a couple of vans, 
parked a little further away. These people were modern 
campers. | was invigorated to imagine that rescue was just a 
few more paddle strokes away. Surely these people would 
aid a lost kid swimming up to them. 


| had made it all the way to imagining cheeseburgers, 
milkshakes, a comfy bed, a warm shower, and a few other 
luxuries of modern life that had been so far away for the last 
few days. 


| was looking forward to seeing Mom and telling her of my 
adventure. The memory of how much the lion and the 
Princess meant to each other, their great friendship, steeled 
my resolve to get back together with my dog Laddie. 


| was looking forward to returning to the modern world, even 
school. However, right now, | needed to get out of the water. 
"Keep it simple", | told myself. 


My feet had found more rounded stones and silt under the 
water. "One step at a time", took on a deeper meaning than 
ever. | literally needed to take my steps out of the water in 
that manner. My legs were worn from double duty in the 
water all this time and didn't want to hold me up at first. | 
could feel the burn in my legs as | pushed myself forward. 


Step by step | worked toward the shore rising higher out of 
the water with each few steps. A couple of kids had noticed 
me and was pointing in my direction. "Good", | thought. 
They'll get some grownups in a moment. They didn't go 
anywhere but more kids joined them in pointing and talking 
amongst themselves. | wasn't quite close enough to make 
out the words yet. 


| was headed toward a couple of rubber rafts higher up on 
the shore. | hadn't noticed them before since they were tan 
in color and blended in with the color of the sand. 


Two grownups from the bigger "command" style tent began 
to walk toward me. | hadn't made eye contact with anyone 
yet. The adults coming toward me were a male and a female 
both dressed in black. 


Now that | was up on the beach, out of the water, | could see 
that the other larger tent was actually a small log type 
building with a sign on it. The sign was in English, it read 
Havasu Landing in big letters. 


There was a mix of kids in a variety of attire and a few adults 
dressed in black robes milling around the building. 


None of that group had noticed me. With the exception of 
the children who had first spotted me, three girls about 
twelvish in age, and two boys about the same age, there had 
been no announcement of my arrival. 


I'd seen the kind of clothing the adults were wearing before. 
It was the kind of things Catholic clergy wear. 


Coming toward me in a quickened pace was a Priest and a 
Nun, the crosses on their necks swinging with their rapid 
pace. 


Over by the building, some kind of trading post it seemed, 
was another Priest and two more nuns along with a half 
dozen or more kids. | stepped up between the two rafts and 
raised my left hand in a friendly wave. 


| said "hi" but | don't think anyone heard it over the girls 
screams. The three little girls shrieked and ran away 
covering their eyes. The boys covered their mouths in stifled 
laughs and stumbled away in a opposite direction from the 
girls. 


| didn't know what reaction | expected but that wasn't it. | 
suddenly felt like the Frankenstein Monster. | still had my 
hand in the air watching the kids run away when the Priest 
and Nun loomed before me. 


In a flash the Nun wrapped one of those green wool blankets 
used by the military and Salvation army around me. | hadn't 
seen her fetch a blanket from anywhere, she must have had 
it in her hands when | showed up. 


She had held her arms across her chest ,as ladies are prone 
to do when jogging, when the Priest and her had dashed 
toward me. She had probably been clutching the blanket to 
her chest. 


The Priest put his arm around my back in a steadying 
fashion and asked, "My goodness boy, are you hurt?" | felt 
the rough wool of the blanket on my dripping flesh and 
remembered that | had been naked from the waist down. 


That might have been a bit of a shock for all of them. That 
would also explain the girls running away and the boys 
laughing at me. Kids are kids regardless of faith. | shook my 
head "no" even as | realized that both the question and my 
answer were stupid. | was hurt, my arm was in a sling, | was 
on the edge of hypothermia and exhaustion. 


"Can you walk?" asked the Priest. | thought | was walking so 
the question didn't make sense until | realized that he 
hadn't added the word, "further". 


As it turned out my knees kinda sagged about that point. 
That's when | discovered that I'd been standing and walking 
on mostly will power. | was grateful for the Priests strong arm 
for support. 


He was about mid-forties. Clean shaven, dark hair with a 
gentle compassionate face. His eyes showed genuine 
concern, the nun's expression was more of a worried look. 
She was younger, thirties maybe of average build and a bit 
bosomy. She also had a kind and attractive face. 


They guided me toward the "command" tent. | held the 
blanket closed around me with my one hand as we walked. 
They asked several more questions | didn't answer. | was 
indulging the sensation of drying, of wool brushing my flesh, 
of the ache and burn in my legs each step manifested. 


The Nun asked, "what happened?" | was unable to imagine 
being able to tell the tale of the Lost Kingdom. | was 
conflicted about having left my comrades. The bat hadn't 
given me any choice but, shouldn't | be trying to do 
something like catching up with them or attempting to 
ascertain if they had made it to safety? | was in no shape to 
do anything. All | could think of was that my father was in 
the Air Force, maybe he could send some planes to help my 
friends. 


| said, "My Dad is in the Air Force". The Priest said, "We'll 
notify him as soon as we get you fixed up" From the way 
they were acting | must have looked worse than | thought. 


We walked into the open flaps of the command tent where 
they guided me to a cot. The Priest said to the Nun, "Get 
Father Smith and find the boy some clothes." The Nun 
placed her hand on my head, "bless you child" then darted 
out of the tent. "Are you hungry?" the Priest asked. | didn't 
know for sure. 


| was hungry but didn't know if | could eat. | tried to shrug 
but the shoulder gave mea sharp rebuke at the effort. | 
winced. T 


he Priest said softly, "Father Smith will take a look at that 
shoulder, he should be here in a moment". As if on cue, 
Father Smith stepped into the tent. He was a tall well built 
man in his 30's. His hair was also dark and cropped short, 
clean shaven with twinkly eyes and a jovial demeanor. He 


reminded me of James Stewart. Jimmy Stewart was a movie 
idol to me. 


Father Smiths voice was not at all similar to Jimmy Stewartfs, 
none of that stuttering Jimmy was famous for. In dolcent 
tone without breaking step toward me, Father Smith said to 
the other Priest, "Father Gable would you be so kind to bring 
me the first aid kit?" "Of course", Father Gable answered. 


| looked up at Father Gable examined his gentle face and 
wondered if he could be related to the renown Clark Gable. | 
didn't think so. Clark Gable had a more squarish head and 
sterner lines. Father Gables face was softer and rounder 
similar to a young Orson Welles. 


Two Nuns came in carrying blankets, clothes, socks anda 
pair of slip on sandals. They put them down on a folding 
table by the door. 


Father Smith pulled a bottle of alcohol and cotton wad from 
the first aid kit. Father Gable asked me politely, "may | take 
your pack?" | nodded at him and lowered my head to let it 
Slip off a little easier. 


It dripped water as he handed it arms outstretched to one of 
the Nuns. She took it and went outside with it. 


"I'm Father Smith, I'm a doctor" he said as he wetted the 
cotton swab with alcohol. Father Smith dabbed the scrape 
on my cheek with the swab. The cool of alcohol evaporating 
was about all | felt. No sting, no pain just wet, then cool. 


The nun who had run out of the tent returned empty 
handed. 


Father Gable opened a trunk on the far side of the tent and 
brought a towel and washrag out of it. He brought those 


over and sat them beside me on the cot. "What's your 
name?" Father Gable asked brightly. 


| answered matter of factly, "Amun Horn". 


They all stopped and stared at me in an awkward moment of 
nothingness. | scanned the faces for a hint of what they were 
thinking. The Nuns were a little wide eyed in an expression 
of surprise mixed with disbelief. | looked into Father Gables 
eyes and he recovered a bit saying, "Oh, that's an unusual 
name". 


| said, "I Know". Father Smith stopped dapping, put down the 
cotton wad while quietly chuckling. 


"Ha!" Father Smith exclaimed,"Did you know that certain 
regions of the hippocampus in the brain are called the cornu 
ammonis which means Amun's Horns?" 


Now it was my turn to be surprised. | stared at him blankly 
processing the words I'd just heard about a hippo camping 
in my brain. After the lion, snake, fish, bird and bat | wasn't 
quite ready for a hippo in my brain. 


A picture of camping with a pet hippo formed in my brain. | 
saw myself and the hippo frolicking in the water, the hippo 
and | curled up together by the evening campfire, riding the 
hippo across the plain, playing fetch with a thundering 
happy hippo, the ludicrous images were funny and | laughed 
at the hippo in my brain. In the midst of my laughing | 
managed to giggle out a "no" in response to his "did | know" 
question. 


Father Smith suggested, as if | was his assistant instead of 
his patient, "We should take a look at that shoulder now". 
That did seem like a good idea. The sling was wearing on my 
neck, my shirt was still wet. | dropped the blanket 


murmuring "yeah" as | did. | guided my arm out of the sling 
as | had before. Father Smith helped support the weight and 
made the task a little easier. 


Father Gable lifted the wet kerchief sling over my head 
turned and handed it to the closest Nun. She breezed out 
the door with it and returned in under a minute. Father 
Smith was helping get my wet shirt off. It was comfortable in 
the tent with a little breeze keeping the place cool. 


My shoulder twinged with sharp shots of fire at every little 
movement. Gently, carefully and together Father Smith and 
| managed to get the wet shirt off my arm. 


Father Gable finished the job taking the shirt from my left 
arm. | interrupted Father Gable as he went to hand ittoa 
Nun with, "The pockets need to be emptied" "Of course" 
Father Gable said patronizingly. Then went to the folding 
table and unbuttoned the pockets. Delicately he picked the 
items out placing them on the table with only a cursory 
examination of each thing. 


He paused an extra moment looking thru my Selenium 
stone. "That's my Tv" | said sharply. Father Gable 
respectfully placed the stone on the table commenting, "It's 
a very nice stone". He smiled. | could see my ruse to 
dissuade him from questioning, had worked. 


The buttoned pockets had kept everything in them with me, 
except the harmonica. From here | couldn't see if the camera 
had remained dry. Too late to worry about that now, it either 
had or it hadn't. Father Gable handed the shirt off to a Nun, 

which again vanished and returned. 


The wool blanket was over my legs. Now | was naked from 
the waist up, just the opposite of before. | hadn't been 
terribly modest before the Jubilee. Now, after my adventure 
with the natives | had even less modesty. 


Yet, being with this well dressed, even over dressed Clergy 
some of my modesty was beginning to return. | didn't feel 
embarrassed but | was conscious of being bare before them. 


Father Smith was examining my shoulder and arm as 
physicians do, with poking, prodding, pulling and such. He 
kept an eye on my reactions, wincing, sucking in my breath, 
sitting up straight, and my comments which were "ow" and 
"oo" and "eee". Based on those reactions and the discoloring 
along the collar, Father Smith announced that | had a broken 
or fractured collar bone. Then he asked innocently, "Now, 
how did we break our collar bone?" 


It seemed like a silly way to ask the question. Father Smith 
hadn't been with me when | fractured my collar. It wasn't 
"our" collarbone, it was mine. 


| was pondering how to answer that question when he 
added, with some concern in his voice, "you may have also 
torn your rotator cuff". Father Smith continued on with the 
same tonality, "that's pretty rough stuff, son. What 
happened?". 


Father Gable stood nearby looking concerned and solicitous. 
They all seemed to be good caring people but | knew, 
somehow just knew, that | couldn't tell them "what 
happened". Didn't matter if they would believe it or not. 
They didn't "need" to know. It wasn't that | wanted to keep 
my adventure a secret, quite the opposite. | wanted to tell 
someone, anyone, everyone, but some part of me said "not 
now" and "not them". | did feel a need to have an answer 


that would eliminate the mystery for them. | answered 
simply, lowering my head in feigned shame, "I fell off a cliff". 


"Ah" sighed Father Gable and Father Smith simultaneously. 
The Sisters both clasped a hand to their chest and inhaled at 
the news. Also a sign of relief. | don't know what fears they 
had imagined, what possible scenarios they had envisioned 
but my "falling off a cliff" admission seemed to allay those 
fears. Father Smith addressed the Nun closest to the flap, 
"Sister Sara would be so kind as to retrieve a sling from the 
med cabinet in the van?" Sister Sara answered sweetly, "Is 
there anything else you would like while I'm there?" "Yes", 
answered Father Smith, "in fact there is, thank you for 
asking, could you bring the opium too?" "Right away" Sister 
Sara beamed and trotted off. She was a young acolyte, fresh 
faced and sprightly. 


"I'll bet you'd like a warm bath?" Father Gable directed at 
me. Father Smith interjected, "Let's get the sling on him for 
the walk, first" "Of course", Father Gable responded. | took 
note that "of course" was the standard answer for most 
things. 


Father Gable said, "I'll light the water heater and get the 
bath prepared" "Good Idea", encouraged Father Smith. 


Father Gable ambled out the flaps of the tent toward the 
"Trading post" as I'd first seen it. 


From my new vantage it was more like a concession stand 
and bathhouse combination. The tent | was in did seem to 
still be the "command tent". It was also the med center, 
study room, shade, and "logistics". There were folding tables 
with papers, charts, promotional materials or bibles on most 
of them. The folding tables also had matching folding chairs 


beside them. There were oil lamps on a couple of the tables 
and an electric light hanging from the center of the tent. 


The extension cord to the light ran like a clothesline down to 
the edge of the tent where it met up with another cord that 
had a mini-fridge plugged into it. The bigger cord that both 
of the smaller extension cords were plugged into ran out 
under the tent and in the direction of the Bathhouse. 


Another longer folding table inside the tent had a collection 
of various arts and crafts supplies arranged neatly along it's 
length. At the far opposite of the entry was a large self- 
standing wooden cross, plain.. no one hanging on it. The 
place was neat and ordered with a freshly raked dirt floor. 


Sister Sara bounced back in with the sling and opium. The 
other Sister had slipped out without me noticing. She must 
have followed Father Gable while | was gandering at the 
scenery. 


"Here you go Father" Sister Sara chirped as she entered. "Ah, 
Thank You Sister". Father Smith took the sling and little 
green bottle. "Is the phone working?" he asked the Sister. "I 
believe it is" Sister Sara answered questioningly. 


Father Smith put the green bottle down and adjusted the 
sling to what he deemed about correct. "Let's try this for 
size", Father Smith held the sling over my head. It looked 
very professional and white. | let him lower it over my head 
and guide my damaged right arm into it gently. | held my 
breath so that | didn't wince or whimper. It worked. 


Father Smith had obviously had some experience with sore 
arms. Father Smith then instructed, "let your arm hang 
down, relax your muscles allow the sling to carry the 
weight." | did as told and it felt alright. He asked, "does it 
need to be higher or lower?" It felt pretty good resting in this 


much wider, softer cradle. | couldn't tell if it needed either so 
| just shrugged. My shoulder made an unpleasant snap 

kinda sound and shot a sharp pain up my neck. | winced, 
shuddered and gasped a bit. Father Smith said matter of 
factly, "don't do that" Then he added, "in fact, you should 
refrain from shrugging for about three months." 


Father Smith smiled at me understandingly as he trickled 
two drops of clear substance from the green bottle into a 
little medicine cup he'd produced from the first aid kit. The 
medicine cup already had a clear liquid in it. 


"Drink thish ,he instructed, gYou should be feeling better in 
just a little bit". Father Smith handed me the cup. "It's a 
touch of painkiller mixed with water to dilute the bitter taste 
and help it go down, swallow it quickly so you don't numb 
your tongue" he explained. 


| took the cup with my left, of course, and gulped it down. 
There was an odd tingling in my mouth and tongue for a 
second where | thought I'd done it wrong. That sensation 
cleared up immediately. The pain in my arm did alleviate 
quickly and was almost gone in under a minute. | felt a 
strange tingling in my scalp. It was an odd but somewhat 
pleasant feeling. 


| felt "happier", almost gleeful. | told myself | had every right 
to feel happy. | was safe. I'd survived the desert and an 
adventure like no one could imagine. | was ALIVE! 


The missing Nun appeared at the flap and spoke, "Father 
Gable wanted me to tell you that the bath is ready and he's 
going to start lunch for the children". 


Father Smith met her announcement, "Thank You Sister 
Raphael, I'll join him shortly". Sister Raphael was a little 
Shorter, a little heavier than Sister Sara but equally as light 


on her feet. She gave a quick acknowledging nod to Father 
Smith and fluttered away. 


Sister Raphael's robes caught a gust of wind as she turned 
and for a moment she reminded me of the bat.. | started in 
surprise. 


Sister Sara darted forward in concern reaching for my hand 
as she did. | had a quick flashback to the bat reaching out 

and grabbing me with it's claw. | started again and made a 
sound of alarm, "ack". 


| stifled myself quickly as | saw a flash of wounded feelings 
in her cherub face. "I'm sorry" Sister Sara apologized "I 
didn't mean to frighten you". 


"No, no", | stammered, "it was me, my shoulder hurt". It was 
a lie but Father Smith didn't know that. "It shouldn't hurt, 
now" he said concerned. 


"Maybe | missed something" He headed toward me looking 
like he was going to start the examination all over. | didn't 
want that so | said, "Nah, | just moved wrong.. you told me 
not to do that". 


| gave my best innocent child smile and it worked. Father 
Smith laughed, "A couple more times of that and I'm sure 
you'll remember to be careful, right?" "Of course", I'd begun 
mimicking their manner of agreeing with each other. Father 
Smith and Sister Sara laughed. 


| had charmed them and my moment of opium induced fear 
would remain hidden, for now. 


Sister Sara was patting my hand in a sympathetic and 
patronizing manner. | didn't mind. A little patronizing felt 
good. 


Father Smith slipped the green bottle in his pocket under his 
robe. | remembered the Princess and the pouches under the 
loincloths. His action was vaguely reminiscent of theirs. 


| thought, "Priests and natives aren't that different". That 
made me wonder if the Guardians had been some kind of 
religious group also. | imagined a group like "Cult of the lion, 
Guardians of the Spear" but | couldn't imagine how a 
religion like that would work. 


| also wanted to know how my native friends were doing, if 
they made it home. Father Smith turned toward Sister Sara 
and I, "Sister Sara would you be so kind as to escort Amun to 
the bathhouse?" "Of course" Sister Sara giggled. She was 
mimicking me in a delightfully mischievous impersonation. 


All three of us shared a giggle with that. 


Suddenly, | had a moment of seriousness catch me. | still 
wanted some aerial reconnaissance for the lost group. What 
if the vampire bats came back? What if the group didn't 
make it far enough in time? If the party had made it out of 
the bat cave they would be in the open desert exposed to 
vampire bats or the giant snake..or both. 


What about that big bird, was it dangerous if it came back? 
In a flash | realized we weren't safe at all! If the bats had 
been frightened from their usual feeding ground at the 
native village they would be hunting for fresh game by 
tonight. ALL of us were within range of hungry, giant 
juvenile vampire bats! 


My eyes must have gotten wider as | remembered the Giant 
Rainbow Snake had headed downstream. We were 
downstream! Where did it go? Did it keep going, right past 
this succulent repast of Catholic campers or was it waiting, 
hiding, stalking us right now? 


Sister Sara grasped my hand compassionately, "Are you 
alright? There's nothing here to be afraid of. Her sweet voice 
was so reassuring | almost believed her. 


Only | Knew how much danger we were in and | didn't know 
how to tell anyone about it. "Dad would know what to do", | 
thought. 


| said out loud, "I need to talk to my Dad, he's in the Air 
Force" | stated firmly. "Of course" Sister Sara said like it was 
deep wisdom. 


Father Smith responded, "No problem, | expected you would 
want to get a hold of your parents. The phone is working so 
you tell me his name, rank and what base he's stationed on 
and I'll call him while you get your bath, OK?" "NO", | said 
rather sternly. "| need to talk to him, now!" my voice firm 
and steady. 


Sister Sara looked up at Father Smith for an answer and he 
had one. "Of course", he said as if | was the child emperor of 
the camp. 


"I'll take you to the phone. Do you want to wear the blanket, 
the towel or try on the new pants?" Father Smith pointed to 
towel then the fresh pile of clothes. | remembered when the 
Princess and | were pointing at drawings on a wall to share a 
story and ideas. Father Smith was practical in his motion but 
precise. The Princess had been pure art in her every motion. 
Another similarity of people everywhere, we point to things. 


| chose the pants. Sister Sara handed them to me. | tried to 
Slip them on under the blanket for modesty sake. They were 
too small so | took them back off and handed the to the 
Sister. Father Smith said, "See if you can find something 
more in his size, please" "Be right back", she tossed over her 
shoulder as she pranced out of the command tent. 


These folks were so kind, so polite, so innocent, so naive, | 
was touched by their gentleness. How could | tell them the 
horrifying truth that tonight, when the sun went down and 
darkness covered the camp, that many of them would have 
their blood sucked out by giant vampire bats? That a 
monster rainbow python would engulf and swallow those 
who escaped the bite of the bats? 


Father Smith smiled compassionately, "Maybe the blanket 
will do for now? It might take a minute to find a kid your size 
then talk him out of his pants." 


| supposed that would be funnier at some other time. They 
probably did talk some kid out of his spare pants the first 
time. It would be the charitable, Christian thing to donate for 
the refugee child. | mused to myself, "an Indian boy and his 
blanket, perfect stereotype". 


| remembered how much I'd wanted a blanket just like this 
only a few days ago. How I'd tried to use my windbreaker as 
a blanket. How a blanket could have been a tiny tent in the 
sandstorm. | understood now why so many of the 
grandfathers kept a blanket with them. 


| smiled back at the Priest and said, "I'm Apache". The Priest 
seemed to understand that I'd meant to say, "yes, the 
blanket will be fine". | was feeling pretty good and a happy 
tingling in most of my body. | suspected it was the opium 
and | liked it. Fun stuff, takes away pain..makes the body 
tingly and the brain think funny. Apparently, opium can also 
make one say funny things too. 


"I'll take that as a yes" Father Smith said as he brought the 
blanket up so | could hold it closed with my hand. | stood up 
off the cot, Father Smith hovering nearby to steady me if 
need be. 


| was fine. | felt tall..really tall, and sturdy. | looked at Father 
Smith who acknowledged my readiness with "Follow me". He 
then stepped brightly toward the flap with me in step 
behind him. Much like following the lion | was able to keep 
up and in step with no effort. 


There was a phone booth at the end of the big extension 
cord. The booth had a single wire running down from the 
only electric pole for miles. 


The phone wire and electric wire must be run underground. 
For all appearances this whole camp was in the desert with 
no connection to the outside world besides the river. 


"How far away was the hydroelectric dam that sent power to 
one wire out here in nowhere land?" It was a speculative 
sciency question that seemed kinda important. | wasn't sure 
why that might be important except as a reference. There 
was also a phone line out here, and a permanent concession 
stand, and a bathhouse with gas heated hot water. That all 
seemed like someone went to a lot of work just fora 
concession stand at a campsite. 


| guessed that this campsite must stay pretty busy for the 
government, power company, phone company, road 
builders, contractors and the rest to go thru all the trouble of 
getting power and phone to this place. 


There were people here milling about. A concessionaire was 
busy handing things over the counter and taking money 
from kids for ice cream, soda, or candy. Sister Raphael was 
here cautioning the kids not to eat too many "sweets" that 
lunch was almost ready. 


It felt like it was early afternoon, like one or two in the 
afternoon. | couldn't be sure, didn't have my watch and it 
wasn't important to ask. They were probably having a late 


lunch. My appearance may have been the cause of "lunch 
delay". It was also possible that Catholics eat lunch after 
twelve noon. 


| really didn't know much about Catholics. 


The tales the old ones told of Catholics is that they were 
monsters. They had come from the East in their black robes 
carrying black books from whence their dark powers 
emanated. 


They had driven the Indians from their homes and stolen the 
Native lands. There were many stories, legends and tales. 
None of them had said anything good about Catholics. Yet, 
here these people were being nice, caring, gentle, helpful 
and compassionate. They didn't seem like monsters to me. 
Monsters flew in the night on giant wings with huge blood 
sucking fangs and they would be around in a few hours. 


There was a sound of flapping in the breeze sounding like 
that of giant bat. | looked apprehensively in the direction 
thinking it was too early in the day for bats, maybe the 
monstrous magnificent bird was coming. It was neither. 


The sound came from laundry on a line strung between the 
two vans. It was my laundry on that line. | could see the 
Scout patches from here. Some of the kids snickered at the 
sight of a half-breed Indian child in a blanket. 


Sister Raphael shushed the snickers with, "let's us go eat". 
The kids yelled as one and ran off towards the beach kicking 
up a small dust cloud. 


Sister Raphael jogged past Father Smith and | chasing after 
the children. Father Smith put his hand on my good shoulder 
and said, "Don't worry there's plenty of food. Your bath is 


ready so, right after we get you cleaned up we'll make sure 
you get filled up." 


| drifted off fora moment as visions of cheeseburgers and 
milkshakes flittered before my eyes. 


Father Smith noticed my vapid expression asking, "Did you 
want to hold off calling your Dad till after lunch?" That 
question snapped me back. "Hold on", | told my tummy who 
had expressed an interest in food by gurgling rather loudly. 
"No", | shook my head as | said it. 


Father Smith stepped into the phone booth. It was an open 
booth with no door. | couldn't imagine why it would need a 
door out here except to block the wind. Father Smith picked 
up the receiver, spun the zero on the dial and said to me, 
"Whats your fathers name?" | told told him, "Austin Hagen 
Horn" "Where is he stationed?" the Good Father asked. | said 
| didn't really know, that it was a secret base in Arizona or 
California but not too far away. 


"| see", said the Father in a rather unconvincing tone. "Do 
you know his rank?" He went to the next question. "I think 
he's a sergeant", | said. | heard a tinny female voice from the 
phone receiver, "this is the operator how may | place your 
call?". 


"Operator this is Father Smith from St. Mary's Basilica, could 
you connect me to the Air Force please?" He listened to the 
receiver. | could hear it quite clearly too. The operator asked, 
"Would you like to report a UFO, sir?" Father Smith answered 
quickly, "No thank you, we have a lost boy who's father is in 
the Air Force and we'd like to get in touch with him." Father 
Smith looked at me for affirmation which | granted with 
nodding. 


The voice squeaked again, "Have you tried calling your 
nearest Air Base? she prodded. "No" Father Smith answered, 
“not yet, | don't know where the nearest Air Base is.". 


The helpful tinny female voice asked a logical question, 
“Where are you sir?" Father Smith answered easily, "Havasu 
Landing". 


There was a slight pause before the tin voice said, "I'm sorry 
sir, we have no listing for Havasu Landing" "I know" 
confirmed the Father, "It's a public campground along the 
Colorado River halfway between Needles and Yuma." Father 
Smith paused and in a moment the voice said, "I'm sorry sir 
but we have no service in that area. What number are you 
calling from?" Father Smith patiently answered her request, 
"There is no number on this phone. It's an outgoing line only 
and only contacts the operator, which is you." 


The operator's professional tone carried in spite of the tiny 
speakers distortion, "I see sir. | show a Luke Air Force Base 
near Phoenix and a Yucca Army Air Field in Northwest 
Arizona. Would you like me to connect you to one of them?" 


Father Smith looked at me, "is your father Air Force or Army 
Air Corp?" | replied without hesitation, "Air Force". Father 
Smith spoke to the phone, "Connect me to Luke please". "Yes 
sir, " chirped the voice, "one moment, please". 


The phone was quiet for a bit, then made some electro- 
mechanical sounds, a distant ringing came thru the receiver 
followed by a "click" and a new voice. 


The new male voice announced, "Luke Air Force Base, 
Airman Burns. Who would you like to speak to?" 


The operators voice chimed in, "Your call is connected sir." 
“Thank you, operator" Father Smith confirmed. The operator 


and the Airman spoke over each other. The operator said, 
"You're welcome, sir" followed by a faint "click". The Airman 
repeated, "This is Luke Air Force Base, Airman Burns. How 
may | help you?" 


"Thank You, Airman" began the Father, "| have a lost boy 
here who says his father is in the Air Force, can you help us 
get a hold of him?" 


"We can try, sir. What is the Soldiers name and Rank?" 
Father Smith repeated the information I'd given him. | heard 
the Airman's next question, "Do you know where he's 
stationed?" 


"No we don't." stated Father Smith, "That's where we need 
your help." Nonplussed the Airman replied, "| understand, 
sir. | will send this information down to personnel , they'll 
find out where he is. The process will take a minute while 
they search the records. They may have to call DC, can you 
hold?" Father Smith rolled his eyes a little and said, "Of 
course." His tone of resignation was unmistakable. The 
Airman seemed to understand with a sincere, "Thank You, sir. 
Please hold, we'll be back to you as soon as possible". A 
small click and then silence. 


We might have gotten hung up on. There was no way to tell. 
Father Smith looked at me and suggested, "You might want 
to get comfortable, this may take awhile". "OK" was all | had 
to add to the conversation. | sat on my blanket and leaned 
against the phone booth wall. 


| could tell | was still a bit of a curiosity to the other kids. | 
noticed them peeking from behind the command tent or 
staring over their ice cream bar at me. | saw them take 
furtive glances as they quickly strolled by. Father Smith took 
advantage of the time to ask questions. 


"You're a Boy Scout?" He asked leadingly. | thought the 
Scout Shirt should have been an easy "give away". My first 
thought was, "what a stupid question". | reminded myself 
that they didn't know anything about me. They might have 
wondered if it was MY Scout shirt or if I'd found it or even 
stolen it. 


These were church people. I'd heard that they frown on 
stealing. They also have a very narrow view of what stealing 
is. They don't take into consideration that it's a skill of crow 
and coyote that helps them survive. 


It would be polite to answer so | said, "Yes". 


XXV: Sky Spy 


| had also heard that Catholics don't allow for "counting 
coup", where one takes something from their enemy. 


| tried to remember what other things I'd heard about 
Catholic people. 


Father Smith skipped the small talk and went straight to the 
point, "how did you happen to fall off a cliff?" 


Fortunately I'd anticipated that question sooner or later, "I 
wandered off from camp". The Priest raised an eyebrow on 
that. | didn't know if he believed me or not. I'd confessed to 
breaking the most simple basic rule of "group" camps. 


| think my admission would have worked more effectively if 
Father Smith hadn't been a Priest. Catholic Priests listen to 
confessions all the time. That was another bit of Catholic 
trivia | should have thought of earlier. He may have detected 
that my confession to a "minor crime" was actually hiding a 


bigger one. | was attempting to defer the bigger story until 
I'd had a chance to talk to Dad about it. | didn't want to start 
a panic even if they believed my warning. These people 
were "not prepared" to deal with giant vampire bats, who 
would be? 


The priests skepticism showed when he taunted, "I'd 
imagine that a Scout who had earned his Eagle rank would 
know better" 


"| did know better", | answered defensively. | wanted him to 
stop pressing with questions. | thought if | confessed to a 
moment of ego that he'd believe | already knew the "error of 
my ways". 


"A great Eagle Scout like myself can survive in the wild 
alone, besides | wasn't going that far”. I'd said enough and 
too much. Father Smith, a sharp tack of a mind asked, "so, 
what happened?" 


We'd come full circle, back to what happened. | felt trapped 
fora moment as memories flooded my mind. 


Simplicity, a blessing from the gods, is often humorous as 
was my answer. "Then | fell off a cliff", | gazed into Father 
Smiths eyes attempting to look sincere and contrite. It must 
have worked because Father Smith laughed, so | laughed. 
We laughed together for a moment. 


Father Smiths eyes twinkled as if he could see thru my 
disguise. 


| wasn't wearing a disguise. | was wearing a blanket but he 
made me feel like he was attempting to discover my secret 
identity. " 


How did you get into the River" he asked smiling. "I landed 
in the water", | blurted out without thinking. "Above or 
below the rapids?" he queried. 


| knew if | said above the rapids that he'd want to know how 
| survived the rapids. If | said below the rapids there wasn't 
much of a cliff to fall off of. It was still a less suspicious 
answer so | said, "below the rapids". 


Father Smith seemed to find that an acceptable answer, "You 
are avery lucky boy. It's a good thing that God watches over 
children." We sat in silence for a couple more minutes as 
Father Smith listened to the earpiece of the phone. | kept my 
blanket closed although it was beginning to be 
uncomfortably warm. The bath was starting to sound good, 
so was lunch. That's where my attention had drifted when a 
little voice came out of the phone receiver. 


"Are you still there?" the voice asked. "Yes", Father Smith 
replied. "We have a Lieutenant Austin Hagen Horn attached 
to Luke here but he's presently on TDY at the Yucca Army Air 
Field." 


Father Smith turned to me, "could your Dad bea 
lieutenant?" "Maybe", | didn't actually know and almost 
shrugged but caught myself. Father Smith turned back to 
the phone, "We'd like to talk to the Lieutenant or get a 
message to him that his son is here. Can you do that?" "Yes 
sir, " it was Airmen Burns voice from before, "I can patch you 
thru, they're planning to decommission the base so all calls 
to them are being routed thru Luke for the time being.h 


Father Smith didn't respond apparently unaware the Airman 
was waiting for an answer. 


Airman Burns tried again, gWe have a direct line to the 
Yucca Air Field in case command needs to contact them. 


Would you like me to connect you?" 


This time Father Smith answered, "Yes, that would be kind. 
Thank you Airman" 


"OK, hold on" was the last time we heard Airman Burns, then 
there was the familiar click of being put on hold and silence 
again for a few seconds. 


The receiver clicked and a new voice came on, "Yucca 
Airfield, Major Miller" We heard the Airman's now familiar 
voice come on the line again,"This is Luke Air Force Base, we 
have a call for Lieutenant Austin Horn. May we put it thru?" 


Major Miller answered in a clear military voice, "Lieutenant 
Horn is on the flight line, hold on I'll see if we can flag him". 


"Roger", was Airman Burns reply. The phone went quiet 
again before Father Smith had a chance to interject 
anything. | could see that he meant to, but never got the 
opportunity. A couple more interminable minutes of phone 
silence and fidgeting by both Father Smith and myself. | 
fiddled with the blanket and sling, he fiddled with the phone 
cord. 


The next voice | heard said, "This is Lieutenant Horn, put the 
call thru". "Roger", came Airman Burns voice. Father Smith 
took the initiative, "Lieutenant Horn, This is Father Smith 
from St. Mary's Bastille, | believe we have your lost son here 
and he'd like to speak to you.” "Thank You Father, put him 
on" | heard my Dad say. | was excited as | stood and reached 
for the phone. | let go of the blanket that dropped to my 
ankles. Father Smith politely retrieved the blanket and 
draped it over my shoulders. It didn't seem that anyone else 
had noticed. The air felt good out from under the over warm 
blanket. It reminded of the warm bath I'd heard about. 


Dad and | jabbered back and forth rather quickly. Dad asking 
questions such as "How are you?", "Where are you?" which | 

didn't really know but told him "Havasu Landing". Dad knew 
where that was. 


| assured him | was fine and about to take a bath. | wanted 
to tell him about the bats but couldn't find a way to start. 
Dad told me that he and the Air Force had been running 
"search and rescue" flights everyday since | went missing. 
That felt good to hear, they HAD been looking for me. 


Dad said that he was just about to take off for another sortie 
when my call came in. He said he would tell me all about the 
search and | could tell him all about my adventure when he 
got to me. 


He told me, "stay there". Which seemed unnecessary to me 
since there wasn't anyplace to go. Then he said he'd be here 
in about a half-hour and asked to speak with Father Smith 
again. | heard him query Father Smith about specifics of our 
location and if there was an open area nearby where an 
aircraft might be able to land. Father Smith answered all the 
details with high accuracy. 


| heard my father say, "I'll be right there, take good care of 
him and keep an eye on him". "Of course," Father Smith 
smiled into the receiver. They both said goodbyes then 
Father Smith hung up the phone. 


"You ready for that bath?" Father Smith beamed benignly. 
His friendly, solicitous manner seemed beneficent and even 
sincere. | had some inner reservations for no reason | could 
perceive besides cultural prejudice. 


| dismissed the out of place feeling and nodded vigorously 
which annoyed my shoulder but didn't really hurt. The 
opium was still working. 


Talking to Dad after a year was exciting and he was coming 
to get me in an airplane! | was a little "jazzed" but, 
remembered to hold my blanket closed. The little sign of 
grasping the blanket with my hand was taken as a signal by 
Father Smith for us to proceed. "Lets go", he rallied and 
Sauntered around the back of the concession stand with me 
right behind him. 


It was a slat wood building that let light in between the 
boards. The door was open we walked right in. Inside was a 
wooden bathtub with water in it. 


Father Smith tested the water and said, "Still warm". He 
mentioned that | should take the sling off to keep it dry and 
just hold my arm to my chest to keep it from moving around. 


That sounded easy enough. I'd already had a little practice 
holding it still, even while swimming, a bath should be no 
problem. The towel and wash rag had transported 
themselves to a small round wooden stool next to the tub. 


There were several small posts stuck into a wood beam not 
too high above my head. They were obviously for hanging 
clothes on. The little posts reminded me a bit of the post 
with the rope ladder attached to. Another similar technology 
to the Natives. The comparison was just a notation of the 
similarities between the Lost Kingdom and the modern world 
that | would have included in my journal if | still had one. 


| removed my blanket, reached up and hung it on one of the 
posts. Sister Sara popped in at just that time. This time | was 
aware of being naked and blushed as | jumped in the tub, 
sling and all. The water provided no cover. It was clear and 
warm. | let myself lean back and slip down below the lip of 
the tub. The buoyancy felt good as | floated on a warm, 
blissful cloud of water. 


Sister Sara was carrying clothes and announced so while 
pretending to not notice the naked kid in the tub. "Here's 
the clothes", she chirped cheerfully as she entered. 


Father Smith acknowledged her, "Very good, Thank You... 
how's Father Gable holding up?" 


Sister Sara picked up the towel and washrag then placed the 
clothes on the stool. 


"Lunch is a disaster, but he's handling it with God's grace" 
Sister Sara reported. She turned to me and tossed the 
washrag in the tub water. It was dry and landed like a leaf on 
a puddle. The cloth sucked up the water and sank quickly. | 
directed it so it became an underwater loin cloth. This made 
me and , | think, Sister Sara a touch more comfortable. 
Father Smith had remained nonplussed, nothing unusual to 
him. 


“Could you watch over Amun while | go help Father Gable? 
His father is on the way to pick him up." Father Smith 
addressed Sister Sara militarily . 


"Of course", chirped the Sister followed by her asking me, 
“would you like me to scrub your back?" 


Father Smith left closing the door behind him. There was no 
change in the lighting save the absence of the block of light 
that had been making a square on the wood floor by the 
door opening. 


Sister Sara politely grabbed the washrag and bar of soap. 
She washed my back taking care around the bruises. 


Till that very moment | hadn't realized how hard I'd pushed 
my little body. 


| was fbeginning to feel a little more human. | was even 
beginning to feel a little more like the kid | had been less 
than a week ago. 


Sister Sara dropped the cloth into the water soaking it then 
squeezed the water down my back for a rinse. "Hows that?" 
she queried tossing the washcloth back in the tub. "Fine", | 
replied. 


She stood while asking, "Think you can take it from here?" 
"Sure", | smiled keeping my washrag in place. "I'll be back in 
few minutes in case you need help getting into the clothes, 
OK?" Sister Sara spoke with her hand on the door. "OK", | 
said still smiling. It was supposed to be a disarming smile 
and seemed to work. | felt like a grinning gremlin, but as 
long it was working I'd keep smiling. 


| knew the bats wouldn't show up till after dark. There was 
plenty of time to get lunch and wait for Dad. | washed up 
pretty good using one hand. The sling did get wet but that 
didn't seem important. It would dry quick enough. 


Sister Sara came back in just as | was getting out of the tub. 
| was thinking it would have been polite to knock but we 
were "roughing it" here in camp. 


| dried using the towel like a fan dancer to keep me covered. 
She picked up the pants and held them up at arms length, 
"These look like they'll fit you." | looked at the pants as she 
fluffed them so that | could just step into them. 


That did seem the easiest way to get pants on, so | back- 
stepped first the left leg then the right. | dropped the towel 
as | stepped into the pants, using Sister Sara's shoulder to 
steady me. " 


Where's my Scout Uniform?" | asked worriedly. "They've 
been washed. Sister Raphael is attempting to mend them." 
the Sister's voice kind, yet patronizing. | was getting a lot of 
patronizing from these people. | wasn't sure | liked it. 


It was a nice pair of khaki pants with a big cargo pocket on 
one leg. | thought how useful they would have been over the 
last few days and expressed my delight and gratitude for 
such a fine pair of pants. 


Sister Sara responded, "I'm sure the boy who donated the 
pants will be delighted to hear how pleased you are." 


"Will | get to tell him" | asked. "Maybe", she started, "but 
first we're going to get you some lunch, OK?" 


The shirt was a plain white shirt with buttons and no 
pockets. It fit well enough once we got around the sling and 
on my body. 


Sister Sara buttoned it for me and tucked the shirt tail into 
my pants. 


| said "OK" to lunch. but, | had to ask, "what about my belt 
and stuff?" Sister Sara said, "they are all on the table right 
where you left them, you can pick them up after lunch if you 
like.". She smiled as me reassuringly and | nodded. 


| sat down on the stool ,the sling dripped a little but was 
drying quickly. 


| slipped on the provided sandals. They were exceptional 
sandals, leather with double sewn bindings. | was surprised 
that such fine sandals, in my size, had been acquired. | 
wondered if all Catholics have sandals in their packs. Maybe 
part of the religion is some kind of sandal march or parade 


or something. | decided not to ask and just be happy with 
the quality and fit. 


We began the short trek to the lunch area with picnic tables 
near the back side of the command tent which had been 
hidden from my view, till now. 


| was touched by these peoples kindness, generosity and 
compassion. | noticed the other boys wore mostly black 
pants and white shirts. The girls were in black skirts with 
white blouses and knee high white stockings. 


Black patent leather shoes on all the kids. | was the only kid 
in sand colored pants. The only kid with sandals. | guessed 
the donated items ,| was wearing, were the stuff that didn't 
"fit in" here at camp. | didn't "fit in" either and that was 
becoming more apparent. 


Lunch had obviously just ended. The kids were gone, the 
tables cleared and a couple of 55 gallon trash drums were 
almost full of rubbish. 


Father Smith and Father Gable were working on cleaning a 
good sized grill with a wire brush. A running hose over a sink 
the size of a horse trough rinsed as they scrubbed. 


There was a paper plate with aluminum foil over the top, a 
plastic spoon and fork nearby on one of the picnic tables. 


Sister Sara pointed to the plate saying cheerfully, "we kept 
some warm for you". 


“Thank You" | spouted as | sat down before the repast. 


Sister Sara asked if | would like some lemonade or Iced Tea. 
Iced Tea sounded good. She left for the concession stand as | 
pulled the aluminum foil off. It was fish. Fish and potato 


chips to be exact. "Not a cheeseburger", | thought 
disappointingly. 


| was in a mood for some serious red meat. Fish, I'd had 
enough of for awhile. | was hungry. It was a breaded fish 
which helped it to not taste much like fish. | gobbled the 
chips and picked at the fish eating niblets at a time with the 
plastic fork. 


Sister Sara noticed as she sat the iced tea down. "Is there 
something wrong with the fish?" | explained that fish was all 
I'd had for the last few days. She apologized, "I'm sorry, but 
it's Friday and Catholics don't eat meat on Friday". | asked, 
"isn't fish, meat?" "No", she said sincerely. "Oh", | mumbled 
confused and finished my fish square. 


Father Gable carried the now clean grill to somewhere over 
by the concession stand. 


Father Smith came over to the table. "How was lunch?" he 
asked cheerfully. "It was fish", | answered dryly. Father Smith 
matched my dry tone, "It always is on Friday, Catholics don't 
eat meat on Friday". "So, | heard" ,l said then tried my 
question again, "isn't fish, meat?" Father Smith answered 
just like Sister Sara had, "No". 


I'd noticed that there weren't any kids around anymore so | 
asked, "Where are the kids?" Father Smith answered, 
"They've gathered with the Sisters for an afternoon prayer 
meeting before the big swim. Father Gable and | are headed 
over there now, would you care to join us?" | said, "no, | 
don't think so". "OK", he said agreeably, "If you change your 
mind come on down by the river. Sister Sara will attend to 
you until your father gets here." Father Smith walked off 
with a deliberate stride. 


Sister Sara sat calmly and quietly with her hands in her lap. 
It was easy to forget she was there. 


The iced tea was in a tall glass with ice and laden with sugar. 
The beads of cool droplets that formed on the glass added to 
it's deliciousness. 


| sipped on the straw provided like it was the ambrosia, 
nectar of the Gods. 


We heard a sound in the distance that in the future would 
become familiar to us all, "wop wop wop". The sound was 
coming toward us quickly. Sister Sara and | watched the sky 
not seeing anything at first. Then a small dot appeared on 
the horizon looming larger as it closed the distance. 


In moments the helicopter was upon us and landing on the 
other side of the cars. Although it kicked up a huge cloud of 
dust | could see the letters along the fuselage US Army. In 
moments as the craft touched down all the kids, Priests, 
Nuns and everyone came running up to see the strange 
thing. Helicopters weren't known much in 1959 and this 
craft that landed straight down was as amazing to allasa 
UFO would have been. Much chattering amongst everyone 
as a blue uniformed solider swung down from the machine 
and marched toward us. 


The helicopter went to idle with a "whoosh whoosh whoosh" 
sound. The rotor blades slowed to little more than a 
department store fan. 


Father Smith and Father Gable ,both with their priest robes 
flapping in the wind, stepped forward to meet the 
approaching soldier. 


It was Dad, my dad.. he looked taller, prouder than | last saw 
him. Dad cut quite a striking figure thru the dust cloud as he 


shook the hand of both priests. The exchanged amenities 
and introductions. | heard Father Smith telling Dad, "He's 
got a broken collar bone, probably a torn rotator cuff. He 
should get X-rays right away." 


Dad answered as the three of them came towards me,"We 
have a complete medical facility on base. | can take him 
there". | sipped my tea in a reserved admiration for my 
distinguished father. 


Dad didn't skip a step as he proceeded directly to me. Father 
Gable blurted the question on most peoples minds, "What is 
that?" referring to the helicopter. Dad patiently answered, 
"It's a Helicopter, the Bell H-13, we call it the "Sioux"" Dad's 
efficient and militarized tone was also a little different than 
he used to be. He also efficiency deterred anymore detailed 
questions. His statement was a beginning, middle and end 
of the conversation. 


Dad caught up to me, | stood on the seat of the picnic table 
and gave him a hug. | was so glad to see him | was out of 
words. Dad hugged me back and asked with sincere 
concern, "Are you alright?" | nodded that | was. He said, "Are 
you ready to go?" | shook my head no and added, "They've 
got my uniform and stuff". 


Dad turned to Father Gable and said questioningly, 
"Father?". Father Gable pointed toward the command tent 
where Sister Raphael was coming out with a pillow case 
holding my things and scout outfit. "Sister Raphael has been 
working diligently to repair the uniform. | don't know if she 
had time to finish." 


Father Gable asked Sister Raphael as she handed the bag to 
him. "Were you able to get the clothes patched up?" Sister 
Raphael grinned and said, "Of course". The three of us 


giggled at the inside joke. Dad didn't get the joke and didn't 
laugh. 


Father Gable handed the bag to Dad. Everyone else just 
watched us like we were an afternoon matinee. 


Father Gable, apparently not wanting to miss an opportunity 
to recruit anew member said, "You're Christian, right?" "Not 
exactly, Father" answered Dad non-committedily. 


"Do you belong to a Parish?" Father Gable persisted. "No, 
Father, we don't" Dad maintained the same even tone to his 
voice. 


"If you're ever in Phoenix stop by and see us at St Mary's 
Basilica" Father Gable grinned. "We'll be sure and do that", 
Dad affirmed, 


“Thank You for taking care of my son." , Dad said sincerely. 


“Our Pleasure", Father Gable gushed, then added in an 
exaggerated voice, "of course". 


| could tell that it was meant as an affectionate jibe to me 
and | smiled. Dad was out of the loop again and simply 
looked from the Father to me and back. 


With the pillowcase of my stuff and clothes in one hand and 
his other arm around my shoulder Dad began to guide me 
toward the helicopter. 


With the helicopter blades covering our conversation | 
blurted out my warning about the bats and the snake. | did 
my best to tell the tale in "25 words or less" and failed 
miserably but Dad took it well. "I'm not quite sure what 
you're talking about, but there have been some anomalous 
radar readings in this area. One of the things we're 


investigating is the crash of an Air Force Constellation plane 
near Prescott just a few days ago. The last radio report from 
the pilot is a bit garbled, but it sounded like he said his 
plane was attacked by a fire burn, could he have actually 
said Fire Bird?" 


| interrupted, "That could have been the bird! You shoulda 
seen it Dad, it was huge and magnificent!" 


"We've got a lot to talk about." Dad seemed to be headed for 
the word ,"later" but | rang in again. "We've got to warn 
them!" | demanded. 


"You didn't?" Dad chided. "No", | murmured, "I didn't know 
how" 


Dad tousled my hair and said, "| see what you mean. I've got 
an idea. There's been a report of a roaming Cougar in the 
area. We don't know if it's a domestic cougar or wild but it 
could be a risk to the campers. | might suggest they break 
camp until the Cougar can be caught. What do you think?" | 
nodded while saying, "| saw the cougar". "You did?" Dad 
seemed surprised. "Yeah, on my first night" | saw that Dad 
considered the intel to be important for something. "OK, you 
wait here. Let Sergeant Adam get you buckled in I'll be right 
back." Sgt. Adam set a control on his complicated dash full 
of dials and switches then tumbled out of the helicopter to 
help guide me in. He set me in a little seat behind the co- 
pilots chair that only a child could fit in. His helmet kept me 
from seeing much of Sgt Adams features. He was a soldier, 
like a lot of soldiers, they all look alike.. uniform. He was 
professional as he buckled the four point safety harness 
across my chest taking care with my slung arm. 


Dad headed over to Father Gable and Father Smith who, like 
most of the others, were waiting to watch the odd craft take 
off again. | could hear the voices carried on the wind. Dad 
explained the Cougar hazard. 


XXVI: Search 


Father Gable assured Dad that it was their last day at camp 
and the group was headed back to Phoenix in a few hours. 


Father Smith added, "If the boy had shown up tomorrow 
there would have been no one here." 


Father Gable picked up the slack, "The good lord works in 
mysterious ways. May God go with you". 


“Thank You, Father, and to you" said Dad as he did an about 
face and marched back to me and the helicopter. 


Dad wore a narrow cap on his head with silver braid that 
glistened in the desert sun as he made a rotation motion 
with his hand and index finger. 


Sgt. Adam understood, buckled his belt and revved up the 
engine as Dad jumped into the co-pilots seat. The Helicopter 
was in the air before Dad got his harnessed buckled. It was 
noisy and shook pretty good. My shoulder wasn't real happy 
with the shaking but the opium was still working, so | was 
"OK". 


Dad shouted to Sgt. Adam to follow the Canyon North then 
“vector East to the base". Dad shouted at me to let him 
know if and when | saw something we should investigate. 


We got to where the Lost Kingdom should be. | notified Dad. 
Dad instructed Sgt Adam to set down near the area where 
the rope was. T 


he canyon was so narrow that we couldn't see into it even as 
the craft lowered to the ground. Dad and | stepped out of the 
aircraft and toward the edge of the ravine. 


Dad had a large fancy camera with him. He saw the knotted 
rope I'd climbed down and photographed it. Using his zoom 
he attempted to see further down. The lighting in the 
canyon was tricky and although | heard the camera take a 
couple of pictures | doubted that they showed much. | did 


remember my toy camera and told Dad that | might havea 
couple of pictures. He answered, "We'll send it in to the 
photo lab when we get to base". "Right now we need to get 
you to the med center, OK?" Dad asked as if | was in 
command. "Yes sir", | gave my best military approval. 


We got back into the chopper and continued to follow the 
canyon northwards. 


| did not see the exit the great bird had taken, nor the 
opening the bats had flown out of. | also didn't see the 
Guardians, Princess, lion or any traces of their passing. 


| was disappointed and about to say something to Dad but 
he had the radio microphone and was shouting instructions 
into it. "Send a team to these coordinates, Latitude North 34, 
Longitude West 114. The Cougar might be in a narrow ravine 
just south of the Topock Gorge. We have the boy, recall all 
search teams. Enroute, ETA in 15". Then the Chopper turned 
to the right. 


We soared swiftly across the desert following Highway 66. | 
knew it was Route 66 because it was the only major paved 
road crossing Northern Arizona. We shot straight east from 
the California border. In minutes we were over the landing 

pad at the Yucca Army Airfield. 


The helicopter touched down. Sgt Adam shut off the engine 
and it whirred to a stop. All three of us unbuckled and exited 
the craft as the flight crew drove up with fresh fuel and 
maintenance team. 


Dad told Sgt Adam, "I'm going to take Amun to the Med 
Center, report in to Major Miller." "Yes Sir" snapped Sgt Adam 
tucking his helmet under his arm. Dad put his arm around 
me and pointed to a distant building, "This way". There 


wasn't much going on here. Not many aircraft, in fact | only 
saw two, both of them were small search planes. 


| couldn't see anything that would have kept Dad away fora 
year. | asked, "What do you do here?" Dad could see | 
deserved an good answer, "I'll explain everything after the 
Doc sees you. We'll have time to talk then, OK?" That 
sounded acceptable so | agreed, "Of course", which sounded 
more sarcastic than | meant it to be. Dad either didn't notice 
or didn't care. 


We hustled in to the Med center. It was a wide open space 
with lots of high tech equipment. From my perspective it 
was a good sized one room hospital. There were two nurses, 
one seemed to be cleaning some instruments in a 
hypersonic cleaner. The other was sorting notes on 
clipboards before hanging the boards on pegs alphabetically 
arranged with a single letter designating each peg. 


| recalled how each pillar in the Lost Kingdom had marked a 
separate cavern with an animal totem depicted. | wondered 
if the clipboards might have a similar, yet unspecified, 
purpose. 


An older, dark haired slightly balding man dressed in white 
was fiddling with an large atomic age looking device on the 
far side of the room. 


He turned to face us as soon as we entered. He had Captains 
bars on the collar of his white medical garb. A badge clipped 
to the front of his medical blouse had the words, "Doctor 
Martine" emblazoned white on blue background. 


"| was expecting you. Command called down to say you were 
headed over", He smiled at me and Dad. 


"Captain Martine, this is my son Amun" Dad introduced us. 


Doctor Martine extended his right hand toward me, then 
quickly switched to his left. | took his left hand in my left 
hand, shook hands while saying, "Call me Ray, my friends 
do" Doctor Martine diplomatically acquiesced, "Well then, 
we'll be friends. Ray it is". 


The Doctor asked me "what seems to be the trouble". | 
rattled thru the litany of bumps and bruises starting with the 
lump on my head and finished with the broken collar bone 
and torn rotator cuff". "Good job", the Doc pronounced, 
"You've done most of my work for me, ever consider 
becoming a Doctor?" "Father Smith was a Doctor", | parried, 
“he figured it out." 


"Ah", Doctor Martine said with a tone of understanding. 
"Let's take an X-ray, see what things look like inside." Doctor 
Martine pointed toward the machine he had been adjusting 
when we came in. 


Doc took a moment to point out to Dad that the examination 
could take a little time. "If you have something you need to 
do we'll be done here in about twenty minutes." 


Doc didn't wait for an answer but | heard Dad say, "I'll wait, 
take your time". He then settled into a chair near the door, 
crossed one leg and watched passively. "Dad", | began 
questioningly, "Where's the pillow case?" Dad looked around 
and came to the same conclusion | did, "We must have left it 
in the chopper. I'll go get it. Should | take your camera to the 
photo lab?" 


"Good idea", | was thinking that a military photo lab had the 
best chance of developing the tiny 16mm film. "I'll be right 
back, don't go anywhere" Dad ordered turned and marched 
out the Medical bay door. 


Doctor Martine's machine opened like an upright Egyptian 
Sarcophagus. Bright florescent light illuminated the interior 
of the space bubble. Doctor Martine explained the machine 
in an effort to guide me in. 


"This is a full body X-ray with viewer screen you can see, 
right here." He pointed to a CRT type screen anchored to an 
articulated arm attached to the machine. 


"I'll be able to check your entire skeletal system in just 
moments, then we'll get a soft tissue scan for your rotator 
cuff." Doc guided me in saying, "just step in, I'll rotate the 
device so that you're horizontal. Then I'll begin the scan. 
You'll hear some noises as the fans kick in, the lights will go 
out for a second, when they come back on we'll be all done 
with that, OK?" 


People lately had been requiring my approval for most 
everything. | was wondering what would happen if | said, 
"no, that's not OK". | couldn't think of any reason to say 
"no", instead | said, "OK". 


The little chamber was padded and comfortable. | stepped in 
and leaned back. Doc Martine closed the container. | still had 
my arm in the sling but that didn't seem to matter. | heard 
the fans whirr, the lights went out, there was a series of 
clickings that the Doc had neglected to mention then the 
lights came back on. It was very small, very bright padded 
space. 


The whole device was designed to keep one in place, 
unmoving. It had only been a few seconds. It was a few 
seconds of disassociation with the world. That instant in 
time was also ,"all of time in an instant". Something small, 
imperceptibly small "something" inside me had also 
"clicked" in that instant. | felt it, sensed it. 


Perhaps it was the combination of all the changes of the last 
week had culminated in a sense of belonging to another 
dimension, another reality. | was with Dad, but | wasn't home 
and he was almost a stranger. 


| wasn't home, yet. | was keenly aware that my "adventure" 
had not ended. This was another part of the adventure. | had 
a strong desire to hug my dog and my Mom..then | would be 
home, then my adventure would be over. 


The front of the device opened and | stepped out. For the 
moment, this moment, Doctor Martine had a few more things 
he wanted to do. 


"That went well", the Doctor directed me to an examination 
table. He proceeded thru the usual routine of a physical 
examination. He listened to the heart and respiratory, 
checked my blood pressure, measured my pulse rate, tested 
my nerve reaction with the little silver hammer. 


The doctor examined the bruises, applied a cooling salve to 
the scrapes on my face explaining that it was a cream with 
vitamin E and aloe to help reduce scarring. 


Doc shared his concern about my rotator cuff, "I think your 
shoulder is actually just a touch of hyper-extension. I'd like 
to run a soft tissue scan using a radium poly-phosphate 
tracer to make sure." He paused to see my reaction. | didn't 
know what he had just said. Doc seemed to have expected 
that. 


"Would you like a Pop?" Doc asked as if | wasn't going to ask 
what he'd said before that. " 


Pop?" that didn't sound good. "I have a Pop," | answered, "he 
just left to get my stuff". "A soda pop", the good Doc 
Clarified, "what flavor Strawberry, Vanilla, Cherry, or 
Peppermint?" | had expected a different list ,one that 
included Coke, Pepsi, Root Beer or 7-up. "Cherry sounds 
good", | thought out loud. 


"Nurse Shyler would you be so kind as to make a 16 ounce 
Cherry Phosphate for my friend Ray?" Doc asked the Nurse 
who had just added some kind of index card sized blank 
form to a clipboard with a secure "click". 


Nurse Shyler was a young perky redhead in a white military 
nurse uniform. She had lieutenant bar on her collar and cap. 
Both nurses had their hair tied up in accordance with 
military regulations. 


Her uniform had her name sewed on above the left pocket 
whereas the Doctor had a clip. In fact, | mused, everyone has 
their name sewn on except the Doc. The Doctor gets a clip- 
on badge. | pondered the meaning of this difference in 
indicating the person. 


The Princess had worn a vested blouse with images on it 
that she felt matched the images on my shirt. There was 
some kind of significance to this method of identification 
that has crossed time and cultures. 


Nurse Shyler snapped back, "Of course, Doctor". It was a 
bright, snappy response. 


It was the same words the Catholics had been used. While 
the Catholics had sounded patronizing when they said those 
words, | had sounded sarcastic. Nurse Shyler, on the other 
hand, sounded affirmative, positive, even encouraging using 
the exact same words. | was gaining, more and more ,a 


deeper understanding that communication isn't about the 
words at all. 


Communication is so much more than just language. 
Communication includes every little detail of movement, 
eye contact, tone, and action. 


Nurse Shyler had made no eye contact when she spoke to 
the doc or me. She headed directly to another machine in 
what appeared to be more of break area with coffee pot, 
mini-fridge, sink, and some white counters with cabinets 
underneath. On one of those counters was a soda machine 
like the ones at finer drug stores in the cities. 


Nurse Shyler produced a glass goblet from under the 
counter. She pulled a large drawer from under one of the 
other counters and scooped up a bunch of ice. 


Doctor Martine, hearing the sound, looked up from his 
clipboard. He paused making notes on me long enough to 
say, "Minimum ice, we need a fair amount of Phosphate for 
the radium scan". "Yes, Doctor" she confirmed his 
requirements. 


| noted that the "Yes, Doctor" had no emotional content at 
all. No hidden or conveyed opinion that Nurse Shyler may or 
may not have had on the "ice requirement". It was a 
response of simple compliance without a note of resistance 
nor thought. It was something a "robot" could do if there 
were such things. 


A few "clinks" of ice falling against glass. | watched in eager 
anticipation as Nurse Shyler tipped the Cherry flavor bottle 
and a stream of red syrup flowed down the ice in beautiful 
glistening ruby streaks. 


She placed the glass under a silvery nozzle, pulled one of 
the levers and a delightful bubbling clear soda "shooshed" 
forth to merge with the syrup taking on a red glow. The ice 
chunks jingled against the glass tumbler as the soda swirled 
them about. 


| was enthralled. I'd never wanted a Cherry Phosphate Soda 
Pop more in my entire life. My mouth watered as | 
anticipated the cold sweet deliciousness and tickling 
bubbles of a fruity ice cold soda. 


Nurse Shyler turned from the soda machine with the ruby 
treasure in her hand. 


| exclaimed, "You have a soda fountain!". | was in awe of this 
moment in Paradise. 


Nurse Shyler handed the drink to the Doctor. 


The nurse's hand was a beautiful work of art like 
Michelangelo's "hand of God" while she was holding the 
soda. 


The Doc took the drink from her and turned to a rack of vials 
on a rolling metal workbench. He sat his clipboard down and 
selected a vial much like the opium vial that Father Smith 
had used except blue instead of green. 


Doctor Martine allowed 4 drops of the clear substance into 
the soda. Nothing happened. He then selected another vial 
with a large emblem on it. 


| didn't recognize the symbol. | was becoming used to 
insignias | didn't recognize. Guessing what emblems meant 
was more than a game. A wisdom I'd learned recently. It can 
be life and death to interpret correctly. 


Fortunately Doctor Martine eliminated the need for guess 
work as he sent two drops of a glowing green substance into 
the drink by explaining what he was doing. 


"We're going to need two straws for this." He stated to the 
open air. Nurse Shyler answered his call with "right away, 
sir". She had a friendly playful tone in her voice as she 
whipped open a drawer, snatched out two straws and 
bounced over to us. 


Doctor Martine offered his reasoning, "Four drops of 
morphine with two drops of radium bromide into 160z of 
soda will make a pryidoxal phosphate that will alleviate the 
discomfort and filter thru the bloodstream making soft tissue 
glow under the x-ray so we can see them." He stuffed the 
straws in the Pop victoriously and thrust the soda at me, 
"Drink Up!" 


"Yes, Sir" | snapped back in fair imitation of Nurse Shyler. 


Before | actually took a drink | asked, "whats radium?". | was 
vacuuming soda out of the glass in delightful abandon as 
Doc answered, "Radium is a radioactive isotope that can be 
converted to many good uses such as making dials that 
glow in the dark. Like they do on watches." 


| slurped dodging a cold snap headache to say, "I thought 
those were phosphor?" 


“Phosphor is used in some, | suppose." Doc Martine 
conceded. "Did you know that if phosphor comes in contact 
with a radioactive element that it can make that radioactive 
element fluorescent?" 


"No", | confessed, "I didn't know that, but | wish | had." 
"What do you mean?" Doc asked curiously. 


XXVII: Recall 


| didn't want to tell my tale to Doctor Martine or try to 
explain glowing spears, so in response to his questioning | 
just said, "Glow sticks". He peered at me as | finished 
gulping my drink. 


In a moment he said studiously, "Glow sticks, what a good 
idea!", 


It looked like we were about to chat for a moment. The Med 
Bay door opened interrupting us. 


Sergeant Adam entered, "Hey Doc!". Doc Martine raised an 
eyebrow responding with a questioning tone, "Sergeant?" 


"I'm to escort Amun to the Photo lab where his Dad and 
Major Miller are waiting" Sgt Adam grinned. 


Doctor Martine responded without a grin, "May | remind you, 
Sergeant, that it's Doctor or Captain Martine, NOT 'Hey 
Doc'." "Yes Sir", snapped Sgt Adam still grinning. "Take a 
seat on the examination table over there, take off your shirt. 
We will commence your post-flight examination 
immediately" Doctor Martine sounded quite serious. 


Sgt Adam stopped grinning, "Sir, I'm to escort the boy to the 
Photo Lab as soon as you release him." 


"Ah," Doctor Martine commented, "Well ,now, we've stopped 
grinning." Doctor Martine laughed heartily before answering 
Sgt Adams wide eyed expression. " 


My patient isn't ready to be released yet. It will be another 
fifteen minutes till the solution has worked it's thru the 


bloodstream for a soft tissue scan. That's enough time to get 
the post-flight examination out of the way. Major Miller can 
wait. Is that clear, Sergeant?" 


Doctor Martine was being serious and playful at the same 
time. The regimen of military life seemed to allow for 
peculiar types of inside jokes. They seemed so amused by 
the interplay that | could barely grasp what was going on or 
what, if anything, it had to do with me. 


"Nurse Shyler would you be so kind as to run Sergeant Adam 
thru the post-flight examination?" Doctor Martine requested. 


“Of course, Doctor" Nurse Shyler headed for Sergeant Adam 
who began to grin again. 


| detected a subtle innuendo that Sergeant Adam and Nurse 
Shyler enjoyed each others company. 


Sergeant Adam dutifully removed his uniform shirt. The 
sergeant was near thirty in age and in peak condition. He 
sported a desert tan that is inescapable for anyone who 
works in the sun. His musculature was defined and it 
seemed Nurse Shyler was an admirer. 


The nurse displayed nothing more overt than a light spring 
in her step and a twinkle in her eye. She cast sparks at the 
Sergeant. It reminded me of the twinkle I'd spotted in the 

Princesses eyes while we were attempting to communicate. 


| could tell the Sergeant and Nurse Shyler were special 
friends. Which meant, to me, that the Princess and | were 
also special friends. | wondered how she was doing out there 
in the desert somewhere with a limping lion marching to .. to 
where? Where had they gone? How could they just 
disappear? 


Doctor Martine turned his attention back to me. | saw he had 
a hypodermic prepared. | reminded myself that it would be 
prudent to remain focused on my own medical examination. 


"I'd like to take a blood sample, if you don't mind?" Doctor 
Martine anticipated my agreement. | nodded as he 
proceeded to rubber tube my arm he called over to Nurse 
Shyler, "Get a sample from Sergeant Adam too". "Yes Sir" 
she replied cheerfully while removing a blood pressure cuff 
from the Sergeants developed arm. 


Nurse "whoever" was still fiddling with things. | had no idea 
what she was doing but she didn't interface with us. She 
spent time organizing the inventory of things in cabinets, 
drawers, on tables, hanging things on pegs. | started 
thinking that she was "Igor" to this "Doctor Frankenstein" 
with the hypodermic. | presumed that all the "fiddling" must 
be fairly focused work to keep her so attentive. She was a 
little taller than Nurse Shyler, brown tucked hair and a nice 
figure. 


| hadn't met many military people as of yet, but all of the 
ones that I'd seen ,so far, were in tip top shape. | reflected 
that Dad was too. His snazzy uniform had showed his 
physique quite well. 


Sgt Adam and | got our blood drawn at the same time. The 
Doctor and the Nurse moved in synchronicity. A well 
practiced team. The Doctor capped my hypodermic, labeled 
it with a marker pen. 


The doc slipped the blood sample slipped into a small 
aluminum case. He snapped the case closed at the same 
moment Nurse Shyler snapped an identical case closed. It 
was stereo snapping. It was a minor auditory experience. 


| remembered having to strain to hear sounds, to identify 
where the ones I'd heard had come from. | remembered the 
echos and reverberations of the caverns of the Lost 
Kingdom. | noted with a slight chill that two sounds made at 
the same time would sound like one. Bats, giant bats could 
do that. It would be deceiving to think that there was only 
one or two. A dozen bats could sound like one! 


"Nurse Melody, would you be so kind as to run these 
samples over to the lab, full analysis, please." Doctor 
Martine spoke to his Igor. Nurse Melody turned around for 
the first time. "Of course, Doctor" her statement factual but 
sweetly spoken. 


Nurse Melody pranced toward us. She had her name, 
gMelodyh, emblazoned on her blouse as did Nurse Shyler. 


An unusual last name | thought. She had deep dark eyes, 
like the Princess had. Her brown hair peeked out around her 
brows from under her hat. She was also younger, maybe not 
in her 20's yet. Her skin was toned and tanned like someone 
from the Polynesian Isles, perhaps Hawaiian. She was small 
breasted with shapely muscular calves manifested by her 
seeming to walk on her toes although wearing flat sensible 
black Nurse shoes. 


The sleeve of her blouse revealed a two stripe chevron as 
she accepted the blood sample containers. | knew enough 
military to assume that she was a corporeal or Airman First 
Class. | wasn't sure if they were Army or Air Force around 
here, or both. | was impressed by Nurse Melody. Her 
physique was equal to an Olympic Gymnast. 


My eyes were riveted upon her form like she was a Lipizzan 
stallion as she exited the door. | guess my jaw hung open a 


bit because as soon as the door closed behind Nurse Melody 
everyone in the room snickered, except Doctor Martine. 


| caught myself, snapped my mouth closed as Doctor 
Martine said, "Well, are we feeling better?" | guessed he was 
attempting to ascertain if the morphine was working already. 


That's when | wondered if | should have mentioned the 
opium from the morning because | realized | was feeling 
quite good, even a little frisky. The tingling in my scalp had 
returned. | liked it. "Yes Sir," | replied more enthusiastically 
than I'd meant to. 


| was developing a deeper understanding and appreciation 
for the delicate, subtle, secretive non-language 
communications between people "interested" in each other. 


Chemistry was part of this communication. That much | was 
sure of. | wasn't sure how chemical communication could 
work but | was sure I'd just seen it and felt it. 


The Doctor looked at his watch, "We should be ready for your 
scan in about 3 minutes." He looked at me as if that 
information might have importance to me. It didn't so | just 
stared back blankly remembering that | used to havea 
watch. | was musing that maybe the "team" searching for 
the cougar would find it. 


"I'm going to run a retinal scan on Sergeant Adam. Can you 
wait here?" Doctor Martine asked. 


| certainly didn't have anywhere to dash off to and still a 
little baffled why the grown ups kept asking the kids 
permission. 


Maybe it was just a way of being "polite", but, it didn't really 
matter whether | agreed or not. It was a bit odd but not too 
difficult to simply say, "sure". The Doctor was reassured and 
joined Nurse Shyler with Sgt Adam. 


| watched as the Doc wheeled another device over to Sgt 
Adam. It was similar to the big glasses thing I'd seen during 
a optometric visit to find out | had 20/15 vision in one eye 
and 20/20 in the other. "No corrective lensing will be 
necessary" the optometrist had told Mom. The school had 
sponsored the eye exam for all the kids. 


There was a general feeling that kids should have corrective 
lenses as soon as possible to help with academic 
achievement. 


| had been spared the "four eyed" curse of black plastic 
frames plastered across ones face like a raccoon mask. 


Kids with glasses were set apart from the rest. They were the 
"nerds", the "smart kids", "can't hit a kid with glasses" 
arbitrary rule from somewhere. 


Kids with glasses were the ones that couldn't play dodge 
ball cause they might get hit in the face. They couldn't run 
because their glasses would fall off. Needless to say one 
didn't see them playing sports very often. 


There were two kinds of kids, ones who wore glasses and 
kids who don't. Often the two groups avoided each other. | 
already knew that most people had ideas about what a 
person wearing glasses was like just because they wore 
glasses. 


| considered this separation to be "natural". It was the "birds 
of a feather gather together" part of nature. All one had to 
do to change "feathers" was put glasses on or take them off. 
It was one of the lessons taught to us kids by "Superman". 


| knew a fair amount of trivia about glasses and the basic 
eye test. | knew about "far sighted" and "near sighted". | 
didn't know about "retinal scan". The Doctor used a special 
little light to look into Sgt Adam's pupil before moving the 
optical device over the Sgt's face. | heard whirring of fans 
like the X-ray machine had made and presumed that a 
"retinal scan" was like an X-ray for the eyes. 


It probably wasn't X-rays they were using. I'd heard that X- 
rays into the eyes would be bad unless you were Superman. 


"That'll do it. Get dressed Sergeant" Doctor Martine turned 
off the optical device and wheeled it back from the 
examination table. 


Sgt Adam hopped off the table. Nurse Shyler handed him his 
shirt diligently watching him put it on then kindly assisted 
him with the buttons. 


Doctor Martine headed for his Atomic X-Ray machine, as | 
thought of it, calling me over. "OK, one more time if you 
don't mind", He gestured invitingly at the bubble. 


| hopped off the table in similar fashion to Sgt Adams hop 
and marched to the machine. Doc opened the front and | 
stepped in as before. Once again the machine whirred, went 
dark then quiet and lights came back on. The door opened 
again and | stepped out. 


The whole process was actually just seconds but again 
seemed eternal. | felt like twice | had shifted dimensions in 
that little chamber of lights. 


Some part of me was having a sensory memory. Like my 
nerves having a "deja vu". My body "remembered" feeling 
the sensation before but | couldn't pin down what | was 
feeling or sensing, exactly. 


| also couldn't tie any real significance to the sensation. The 
feeling could be an effect of the opium, morphine and being 
X-rayed twice in row while radioactive radium flowed thru 
my blood. 


| was pretty sure | could glow in the dark myself now. 


"| was right, just a little hyperextension. All you have to do 
is rest the arm for awhile. Don't try to do anything with it for 
at least a week. | have just the stuff to help with that." Doc 
Martine announced as | stepped out of the bubble. 


He led me back to the table | had been using. Sgt Adam, 
dressed and ready to go asked, "hows he doing, Doc?" "Just 
fine, Sergeant. I'll give him a neurotoxin injection to keep 
the nerves calm and the arm still, then he'll be ready to go." 


Doc Martine responded to the implied question. He prepared 
another hypodermic talking as he did, "This is a neurotoxin 
synthesized from rattlesnake venom. It will disrupt the nerve 
impulses from the brain to the arm keeping it from 
responding. In other words, it's like putting your shoulder in 
a cast so it doesn't move. Do you understand?" 


He held the hypodermic "at the ready". | nodded my head 
then said, "What?" Doc smiled and said, "Trust me." He then 
injected my shoulder with just the tiniest prick from the 
needle. In seconds | felt nothing in my shoulder. It also 
wouldn't move. Now, | understood. He had paralyzed my 
arm. Doc noticed the change in me. Noticed the relaxation 
and my futile effort to move the arm on command. He 


grinned mischievously, "Good stuff huh?" "Oh yeah!" | 
heartily concurred. 


Sgt Adam jumped in, "Can we go now Doc?" "Sure thing 
Sarge", Doc tossed back then spoke up a bit, "Nurse Shyler, 
please get our patient dressed and throw him and Sgt Adam 
out" I 


Yes Sir," she gleefully resoonded. She held my shirt out for 
me but my arm didn't work at all. | hadn't realized till now 
that my left hand had only helped my right. Not till my left 
hand had to actually move my right did | understand how 
difficult that really was. Fortunately Nurse Shyler saw my 
predicament. "Hold up there solider" She instructed me. 


"Sgt Adam would you be so kind as to hold the shirt while | 
move his arm?" She requested. Her eyes twinkled and | felt 
confident that Sgt Adam would have jumped over the Moon 
if she'd have asked. 


"Of course", the good sergeants reply dripped with innuendo 
as if he was Humphrey Bogart in a smoky bar. He stood close 
enough beside her that their bodies pressed together ever 
so lightly. He held my shirt so she could guide my right arm 
in. She brushed across him gently guiding my arm into the 
sleeve. His respiration changed from an easy steady rhythm 
to a touch faster. Nurse Shylers warm breath brushed my 
hair as she gave a long exhale. | could feel the chemistry 
passing between them. Although their chemical 
communication had nothing to do with me my body could 
also feel the stimulate they were exuding. As chance would 
have it, at that very moment, was when Nurse Melody 
strutted in the Med Bay door. | was instantly stimulated, my 
chemistry shot up crashing into the subtle exchange 
between Nurse Shyler and Sgt Adam. 


| sensed both Sgt Adam and Nurse Shyler recover their 
composure at once. Nurse Melody never broke stride. Her 
walk was like the great lion's had been before he got a 
wounded paw. Her hips swayed with each step like the lions 
tail flowed with his padded steps. 


My little heart beat in double time to her steps. | completely 
forgot that | could move my left arm. Nurse Shyler snuffled a 
polite, "Ahem" which broke my trance. | grinned sheepishly 

at the Nurse then Sgt Adam. 


The three of us silently acknowledged our shared intimacy 
as | slipped my left arm into the extended sleeve. 


Doctor Martine had gone to a small desk on the far side of 
the room. He'd made a few marks in a ledger sized black 
book. | imagined it was an inventory book where he ticked 
off used supplies or other relevant notation. I'm sure it was 
an administrative habit. 


Doctor Martine stood from his chair and in a pretense of 
surprise he said loudly, "Are you two still here! Major Miller 
should be furious about now.!" 


"Yes Sir", Sgt Adam came alive. Nurse Shyler tucked my shirt 
into my pants. | was wishing | had my belt when | noticed 
Sgt Adam looking at me with envious eyes. His amusing 
envy did get me to look over at Nurse Melody as a choice of 
which way to avert an embarrassing moment. 


It was a good choice. My adolescent lust was a thinly 
disguised cover. It provided a light hearted moment of comic 
relief. The three of us composed ourselves with a silent 
sworn vow of secrecy. No nods, winks, blinks, or words were 
required to communicate our secret conspiracy to each 
other. 


The three of us "Knew" and that was enough to "seal the 
deal". 


| only wondered if Nurse Melody also knew, or suspected or 
had sensed any of this wild chemical exchange. 


| was fairly sure that Doc Martine was "aware" and simply 
didn't care. Doc might have orchestrated some of the 
interchange, perhaps he was playing cupid. Perhaps he 
really was a "Mad Doctor" and conducting "mad behavioral 
modification" experiments and ALL of us are his "guinea 
pigs". 


For a moment the child who stayed up late watching 
monster movies was speaking inside me. For a moment that 
child's reasoning had merit. For a moment that speaking 
child felt he was the only one who actually "knew" what was 
going on. 


| listened to my inner child and it's quite reasonable caution, 
all things considered. | decided it was time to pay less 
attention to the child and a little more to the adult emerging 
in this new world of wonders. 


A week ago this child believed giant monsters were only in 
movies. A week ago, girls were things with cooties that 
would steal the volleyball on the playground and run away. 
Strange creatures in dresses and skirts. | was beginning to 
see girls as allies with mysterious ways and inherent mystic 
wisdomfs. Creatures as enchanting as fairies of the forest 
with magics as powerful as dragons. 


It was indeed a new world and a new person emerging. 


The moment of epiphany, my instant of mutation was none 
too soon. Sgt Adam hustled me out of the Med Bay to Doctor 
Martine's feigned frown. 


Nurse Shyler's gave a little princess wave. | could swear that 
Nurse Melody looked back at me, but she was probably just 
briefly distracted by the opening door and our dashing out it 
“double time"..which apparently means "walk real fast". 


Sgt Adam and | ate the ground up beneath us as we 
traversed the length of the flight line, past hangers empty of 
planes. The last hanger had closed bay doors. 


| had trouble matching Sgt Adams stride but with an 
occasional hop, dash and walk my little legs did a good job 
of keeping up. 


| saw the letters stenciled in black on the side of the photo 
lab,"BLDG 7". 


All the buildings were painted white. It was almost 
disorienting since they all also looked alike. The only 
building that was distinctively different was the Air Control 
Tower with it's tall windowed lookout rising from the center 
of the construct. 


A soldier stood before the door. The sign on the front clearly 
stated in bold painted letters "Photo Lab". The soldier was at 
attention with white helmet, leggings, bloused pants and an 
M-14. He had 4 stripes, 3 pointing up and one curved under, 
a Staff Sergeant. His name patch said "Smith". | noted that 
Sgt Adam had three up and two down, a Master Sergeant. 


Trivia that I'd picked up from old John Wayne war movies was 
proving useful. | knew that Sgt Adam outranked the guy 
with the rifle. | enjoyed that my escort could order the guard 
to "stand aside". That's exactly what he did. 


"I'm Sgt Adam this is Amun, Major Miller is expecting us. 
Stand Aside". The Guard dutifully replied, "Yes Sir" and 
opened the door for us. 


We marched in with Sgt Adam removing his cap and tucking 
it under his arm. He announced our arrival to the backs of 4 
people studying pictures and negatives on a lighted display, 
"Sgt Adam reporting as ordered Sir". Sgt Adam stood at 
attention with a salute as Major Miller turned to him. The 
Major returned Sgt Adams salute, "Relax Sergeant, would 
you and Amun join us at the bench?" The uniform on the far 
left turned around, it was Dad. He waved me over to him, 
"Stand by me Amun". 


Major Miller proceeded with introductions, "Amun, this is 
Colonel Branch, the base Commander". He indicated the 
large older person in an Army "dress uniform" at the far end 
of the bench. He had been standing "at ease" with his arms 
behind his back. 


The Colonel turned to face me his chest full of ribbons and a 
brass eagles on his collars. "Thank You, Major Miller. Amun, | 
would like you to meet Professor Estar." he brought one hand 
from behind his back and indicated the slender glasses 
wearing person. 


The glasses wearing person had a white lab coat over an Air 
Force uniform. | noticed the Colonel had his name sewn on 
his uniform but the Professor had a clip-tag like the Doctor 
had. | was beginning to see a pattern. The "lab coat" people 
displayed clip-on tags. 


| waved sheepishly at Professor Estar. 


The Professor had a full head of dark hair and an expression 
that reminded me of pictures I'd seen of Albert Einstein. His 
collar had captains bars on it. 


“Amun, could you tell us what we're looking at here?" the 
Professor quizzed me. | hadn't paid much attention to the 
pictures until then. | looked and studied the 8x10 black and 
white photos and recognized the lion, the Princess and the 
lost kingdom. These were my pictures from the camera, they 
included the snapshot of my rock arrow pointing the way. My 
last campsite before embarking across the desert. 


| wasn't sure how to answer the Professors question, or in 
how much detail. Dad encouraged me with, "just tell what 
you know, son.". | felt warmed with hearing him call me 
"son". It had been a long time. | relaxed and began to spill 
my tale pointing to the pictures for reference. | even pointed 
out the drawings on the cave wall in one picture they hadn't 
noticed before. Professor Estar made furious notes. No one 
interrupted me nor asked any questions until | had finished 
all | could recall. | felt "emptied" and relieved to unburden 
the bizarre experience with photos to back up the story. 


There wasn't much to this "office" except the viewing panel, 
the counter and a draft board looking work station. There 
were three doors against one wall. All three looked like bank 
vault doors. One said "Photo Vault" above it. The next one 
had "Records" and the Third said "Dark Room" with a red 
light above it that wasn't on. 


A sign by the light said "Do Not Enter when Red light is On". 


Colonel Branch ordered, "Secure the photos in the vault. 
This event is classified, "eyes only". | want to see Lieutenant 
Horn, Major Miller and Amun in my office in 10 minutes for a 
debriefing. Dismissed". The Colonel marched over to the 
door, pounded on it twice and Sgt Smith opened it. 


“Maintain security on this door, let no one in until ordered 
otherwise or relieved." Colonel tossed the order at the 


sergeant as he brushed by. 


"Yes Sir", snapped Sgt Smith holding his salute. The Colonel 
returned his salute silently without breaking stride. The door 
drifted closed. 


Professor Estar began gathering the pictures and negatives 
sliding them into storage sleeves. | looked at Dad, "Those 
are my pictures." "Yes, they are" Dad began, "and amazing 
pictures they are." 


"Don't | get to keep them?" | queried. "We'll keep them here 
nice and safe for awhile, OK?" Dad was being patronizing. | 
was getting better at recognizing the behavior. | still didn't 
like it. | frowned. 


Dad noticed my displeasure, "Tell you what, the Colonel 
wants to see us in a few minutes and you can ask him about 
that, OK?" 


"OK", | acquiesced. 


Professor Estar had not missed the conversation and saw his 
chance to speak. "I'd also like to keep your camera for 
awhile if that's OK. It's got some light leaks | could fix and 
I'd like to examine it for any kind of radiation then turn it 
over to the Bio lab to check for microbes." 


| wasn't really liking what was going on. I'd already lost a lot 
of stuff. My diplomacy was still at "child level" as | 
responded with, "That's my camera. Where's my stuff?" | 
looked back and forth from the Professor to Dad. 


It was Sgt Adam who jumped in. "Hey, Ray let me ask you 
something" He intruded. 


"OK", | said, giving him a chance to speak his mind. "Did you 
like the helicopter ride?" Sgt Adam asked pleasantly. "Uh 
huh", | answered still not following his intent. "Are you going 
to tell the other kids at school about it?" Sgt Adam sounded 
encouraging in his tone but | detected an undercurrent to 
his question. | answered reservedly, "Yeah". 


"Well maybe you shouldn't?" suggested the good Sergeant. 


The Professor and Dad remained quiet as just two other kids 
in the class. Sgt Adam elaborated, "Do you think they'd 
believe you were in an aircraft that goes straight up and 
down? Do you really want to try to explain how it works?" | 
thought those were good questions. | didn't actually know 
how the helicopter worked. | was sure | couldn't explain it. 


"Think about that for a bit. Meanwhile I'll stop by the bio lab 
and see how the rest of your stuff is doing. Right now the 
base commander would like to see you." Sgt Adam 
summarized quite diplomatically. 


"OK", | don't why | trusted Sgt Adam more than even my Dad 
but he was one of those that seemed so upright and sincere 
it was hard not to. Besides, we already had a shared 
gsecreth. 


Dad, on the other hand, seemed to also keeping some 
secrets from me. 


Sgt Adam didn't seem to have any motivation to keep 
secrets from me, as far as | could tell. Sgt Adam looked over 
at Major Miller and spoke frankly, "Can we get out of here 
now?" "Of course" Major Miller responded militarily. There 
was that phrase again. It was astonishing how much was 


contained in just those two words depending on who said 
them and in what manner. 


Major Miller pounded on the door as the Colonel had and Sgt 
Smith again opened it. The three of us followed the Major 
out the door. Major Miller told the guard, "carry on" then 
began marching toward the control tower building. Dad and 
| fell in line behind him. 


Sgt Adam gave me alittle reassurance as he walked off 
further down the flight line, "I'll find you in awhile, no 
worries". 


Major Miller, Dad and | marched inline like ducks across the 
flight line where the words "Command Headquarters" were 
aligned under the words "Control Tower" were easy to read 
on the building. It's number painted on the corner facing us 
was "Bldg 1". 


Major Miller threw open the double doors to "Headquarters". 
We followed him, without any of the busy Airmen behind a 
semi-circular counter challenging us, down a narrow hallway 
to another set of double doors. Those doors opened to a 
comfortable rectangular conference room. Inside that room 
there was a long table with a half a dozen swivel type chairs. 


A projector was at one end of the table and a screen at the 
other. 


Doctor Martine and Colonel Branch were already here and 
talking between themselves at the head of the table. 


Colonel Branch acknowledged us with, "Good, | see we're all 
here. Take a seat gentlemen. This is an informal briefing due 
to the civilian in attendance. Light them if you've got them". 


We all took a seat. Dad and | side by side on the left side of 
the table. Major Miller and Doctor Martine opposite us. 
Doctor Martine slid an ashtray closer to himself. He produced 
a non-filter cigarette from a container strapped to his leg 
under the hem of his pants. A book of matches from his lab 
coat and lit the cigarette. 


Colonel Branch tipped open the window behind the Doctor 
as if they had rehearsed the routine. 


XXVIII: Debriefing 


A double rap on the doors was answered by the Colonel, 
"Enter" he barked. A female Private in Army green uniform 
opened the door carrying six large tumblers of golden liquid 
with rattling ice cubes on a tray. 


She had blonde hair tucked up under her service cap. She 
placed one of the full tumblers before each of us. As she 
walked around the table | saw her sewn on patch said, 
"Robin". The stripe on her sleeve gave her rank. 


In the face Private Robin looked like Bridgette Bardot. | 
remembered seeing Miss Bardot in the movie "God created 
Woman". There weren't any movie ratings in 1959. The 
theater manager apologized to parents after showing the 
film to a full house of teenagers by saying that he thought it 
was about the garden of Eden. The incident passed quickly 
with minor grumblings from the citizenry and a few cries of 
"indecent" from closet Puritans. 


Beside each of the goblets Private Robin placed two sugar 
packets. 


She was about to whisk out the door when | chimed in, "are 
there straws?" Colonel Branch looked at the table, the 
tumblers, the sugar packs assessing the situation then took 
immediate command. 


"Private Robin, retrieve straws and napkins immediately 
then get me a guard at that door." "Yes Sir," she gushed and 
dashed out the door. 


Colonel Branch took a breath as if he was about to say 
something when Private Robin flew in the door. She clutched 
napkins and straws which she dispersed rapidly. | could tell 
some kind of protocol had been missed by the way Colonel 
Branch frowned at Private Robin's entrance. 


The Colonel bit his lip allowing Private Robin to complete her 
task. She was blushing the whole time she was tossing 
straws and napkins. | thought perhaps some kind of "inside 
joke" had just occurred that | missed completely. Private 
Robin completed her escape. The doors closed. 


Colonel Branch spoke, "Lieutenant Horn, You will have the 
temporary extra duty of assuring that Private Robin has a 
clear comprehension of military protocol within command 
headquarters?" "Yes Sir," Dad responded. 


Colonel Branch addressed all of us, "I hope you find your Ice 
Tea refreshing." We all fiddled with our straws sugar and ice 
while the Colonel continued. "This meeting is strictly a 
"need to know" status. We have an event of which Amun is a 
key player in, thus his inclusion in this meeting. We now 


have conclusive evidence of an occurrence of a dimensional 
shift thanks to the photos brought back by Amun. In light of 
this recent confirmation we may now apply the knowledge 
to several other incidents we are investigating." The Colonel 
paused for a sip of tea. | was fascinated as the guest of 
honor of this tea party. 


The Colonel addressed me directly, "Amun Horn | need you 
to promise that you won't share anything you see or hear in 
this room during this meeting in the interest of national 
security. Can you do that, son?" 


He called me "son", he wasn't my Dad and it didn't sound 
appealing when he said it. My Dad was right here. | paused 
long enough for Dad to sense my hesitation and he added, 
"Son?". It sounded so much better when my Dad said it that 
| found myself feeling cooperative. 


| looked at the Colonel and gave a rousing, "Yes Sir". It must 
have been convincing. Dad smiled, so did the Colonel as he 
proceeded, "Very good." without skipping a beat he went 
right into his presentation. "All of you Know what we're 
doing here. Let me remind you of the purpose for developing 
our Special Corp and to bring our new recruit Amun Horn up 
to speed." 


My mind paused on the point that | was a "recruit". | hadn't 
been "recruited" as far as | knew. Perhaps that was another 
military reference without any real meaning under the 
circumstances. The kind of thing that grownups do to kids 
all the time to include them in "grown-up things". 


| must admit that his statement DID make me feel included, 
a member of the team, a fellow soldier with Dad. | liked the 
feeling and listened intently while the good Colonel brought 
me "up to speed". 


"Lieutenant would you dim the lights and operate the 
projector for me?" Colonel Branch asked Dad. " 


Yes Sir," Dad responded cooperatively. Dad got up and 
stepped over to a wall panel where he twisted a dial and the 
lights dimmed. 


Major Miller let the curtains down over the window as Doctor 
Martine crushed his cigarette. 


Colonel Branch picked up a pointer from the tray under the 
screen. 


"First Slide, Please" said the Colonel. Dad operated the lever 
on the slide machine and the first picture came on screen. 


The picture showed UFO's over the White House. "As you 
know in July of 1952 these mysterious objects appeared over 
the White House in Washington DC. As a result of this and 
other similar events Congress authorized what is known as 
"Project Blue Book". 


Next slide, please". Dad operated the lever and a composite 
picture appeared of many types of UFO's. The Colonel 
pointed to random UFO's as he spoke. "These objects have 
been seen all over the World. No one knows what they are or 
where they come from. Project Blue Book is working on the 
assumption that they come from outer space. Their mission 
is to determine if they present any threat to Earth or to the 
USA specifically." The Colonel looked around the room for 
effect. Everyone was nonplussed, just listening. 


"Next Slide, please" The Colonel kept an eye on uS asa 
picture of Sasquatch came up. "This is Sasquatch, or Yeti or 
Gigantopithecus an ape that went extinct in North America 


about 16,000 years ago. Many people have reported seeing 
this creature, even photographs, but no one has captured 
one." The Colonel nodded at Dad who shuttered the next 
picture into place. It was another composite but of about a 
dozen different really weird looking creatures. 


“These are just some of the other creatures with large 
numbers of credible witnesses, yet none of these have been 
captured either." Another nod to Dad and another slide 
moved onto the screen. 


This time a strange looking mechanical device showed on 
the screen. 


The Colonel explained, "This is the renown Antikythera 
device. We still don't know what it is, what it does, who 
made it or for what purpose. There is a proposition that it's a 
navigational device designed to indicate the position of 
stars and planets that were unknown before the invention of 
the telescope." "Next" said the Colonel. Dad shuffled the 
next slide up. It was another composite picture of about a 
dozen odd objects. 


"These items are called ‘out of place’ artifacts. As you can 
see an ax embedded in fossilized stone long before 
metallurgy was invented or forges." 


The Colonels pointer indicated each the item he was 
speaking of. "Here is a micro-circuitry embedded in amber 
more advanced than anything we have today yet thousands, 
even millions of years old. Here's some human footprints in 
the same strata as dinosaur footprints. That should be 
impossible by what we understand of prehistory." 


Another nod at Dad and the next image appeared showing 
the Great Pyramid of Giza. "This, as you all know is the great 
Pyramid of Giza in the Valley of Kings." Colonel Branch 
stopped to admire the picture then turned to us. "We have 
no idea how that Pyramid was built. We couldn't do it with 
today's technology." 


“Next Please", The Colonel spouted routinely. Again an 
composite image of various large constructions around the 
world. 


Once again the Colonel's pointer selected a few particular 
items. "Here is Stonehenge in Britain, again we have no idea 
how they did it before machinery and heavy equipment. 
Giant smooth spheres in South America, Giant Heads on 
Easter Island, whole cities carved into stone, miles and miles 
of unexplored underground tunnels and habitats all over the 
World with no explanation or even reference to what people 
lived there." 


"Next" the Colonel ordered. A map came on the screen 
showing an area around Florida and Cuba. "This is the 
Bermuda Triangle where many ships and planes have been 
lost never to be seen again, no wreckage, no trace." 


The Colonel nodded the image changed to a flight of 
military aircraft. "This is Flight 19 lost over the Bermuda 
Triangle in December 1945." another nod, another 
composite picture of about 100 different ships and planes. 
"This is just some of the planes and ships lost in the 
Bermuda Triangle. There are 7 locations on the Earth where 
mysterious disappearances are common, we surmise there 
should be 8." 


"Lieutenant, one more please" Colonel Branch commanded. 
Dad brought the next picture up. It was a composite of many 


different carvings and books. "There are also many 
unexplained artworks. Crystal skulls made before tools were 
invented, books in strange unknown languages including 
flora and fauna never seen. There are drawings of dinosaurs 
done by cavemen who should never have seen them." 


"OK, that's enough for now. Lights". The Colonel paused 
while Major Miller opened the curtains and Dad brought the 
lights back up. Since it was daylight outside | didn't 
understand why we were playing with the lights, but that 
was none of my business. 


When everyone was seated again the Colonel leaned on the 
table and looked directly at me. "Nothing I've shown you or 
told you so far is a secret. These things are not well known, 
but they are not a secret. What I'm about to tell you isa 
secret, do you understand?" | nodded seriously trying to 
convey that | understood what | hadn't heard yet. 


Colonel Branch got to his point, "I've shown you all these 
things so you can understand what we do here." The Colonel 
examined my face for reaction. | didn't have one yet, so he 
continued. "The Pentagon began to wonder if these events 
may have a common factor. The Brass worried that these 
mysteries may present a threat to our Nation. To address 
those concerns they tasked a new Military Corp with a select 
handful of highly skilled innovative people with advanced 
technology to investigate these mysterious anomalies. They 
named the outfit the 'Office of Special Intelligence’ or OSI 
for short. It's our job to investigate and learn everything we 
can about Para-Phenomenons when they occur or are 
discovered." 


Doctor Martine jumped in, "That's what you are, Amun. You 
are a para-phenomenon at the moment and we'd like to 
investigate you a little longer." 


The Colonel cast an askew glance at the Doctor, "| was 
getting to that. Would you like to share what we've learned 
so far?" 


“Thank You," Doc said as the Colonel sat down at the table 
and began sipping his tea. The ice had held up well and only 
clinked a little as the Doctor began his part of the 
presentation. 


“Amun, everything you were carrying and you have been 
exposed to radioactivity. It's a light dose, no threat but 
traces of cesium, cobalt, radium, and uranium were found in 
your clothes. The fiber you fashioned your neckerchief is 
some kind of unknown fibrous plant related to bamboo or 
yucca but the specific genome isn't in the books. The stone 
you detected radioactivity with isn't a selenium like you 
proposed. It's got a peculiar prismatic micro-crystalline 
formation that actually separates invisible light from visible. 
That's why you saw the radioactivity as sparks. 


The stone is an unknown gem more akin to a diamond in 
structure than a crystal but lacking the carbon. We found 
diatoms, foraminifera, and plant pollen in your uniform that 
hasn't existed on Earth for 16,000 or more years." Doctor 
Martine stopped long enough to see that | had no idea what 
he was trying to tell me. 


Major Miller offered to help, "What the Doc was trying to tell 
you is that you have been somewhere no one else has ever 
been. You've been 16,000 years in the past." I'd watched a 

few Time Travel shows and got what he was Saying. 


| blurted, "I'm atime traveler!" "Not exactly", Major Miller 
dimmed my enthusiasm a bit. "We have a theory we've been 
working on that you seem to have verified". 


Major Miller furrowed his brow a bit, "Mathematics proposes 
that we exist side my side with alternate dimensions, 
alternate universes that may contain alternate realities 
similar to our own but with slight differences. We believe 
that from time to time certain areas or even the entire earth 
can slip thru a dimensional rift and co-exist with another 
reality in the same time and space. 


So, although the plants and microbes identified have been 

extinct for 16,000 years the ones we found on your uniform 
and items were fresh. The stone you found may never have 
existed in this reality at all. Do you understand?" 


| didn't really understand so | shook my head. Colonel 
Branch suggested to Dad, "Dad, can you help clear this up? 
I've got a few pictures I'd like Amun's opinion on when he's 
up to date." 


Dad looked at me and patiently asked, "Do you remember 
the picture of the ax fossilized in the stone?" "Yes", | nodded. 


"We think that the ax didn't lay in the mud for a million 
years while fossilization took place. We think the ax comes 
from a moment when two universes co-existed in the same 
place and time. That means the mud fossilized around the 
ax in seconds as realities diverged again." | was still a blank 
so Dad tried a little harder. "That means that whoever 
dropped the ax or sat it down, to him the ax just 
‘disappeared' and he never saw it again because the ax 
stayed in this universe where the mud was stone. That 
means our universe altered to allow the ax to exist in a place 


it had not been before. Each time one of these events occurs 
both dimensions are changed." 


Dad had presented something that got a little dim light to 
come on inside my head. 


It wasn't just me who had traveled it was all of us. The world 
of the Princess, the lion, the Guardians even of Smoky had 
merged with my world. Which World were they in now? 


| hadn't "returned" to my original world because that world 
had changed. This one was similar, same Dad for example, 
but his world had a stone in it now that never existed before 
because | brought it with me. That meant | was in a "new" 
world and some things were going to be different. | could 
see how this type of thing could be going on all the time and 
very few would even notice. 


Dad could see | was starting to comprehend. "Are you 
getting it now?" 


"| think so," | answered slowly. " 


Very Good", Colonel Branch bellowed. "I've got work to do 
and | need to hear Amun's opinions on these pictures before 
we can get to it". 


| asked quite innocently, "why?". | wanted to know why a 
group of obviously advanced secret military operations 
personnel would need the opinion of a 14 year old Boy 
Scout. 


Colonel Branch stopped, stared at me then bellowed, 
"Captain Martine, please answer Mr Horn's question." 
Colonel Branch didn't strike me as the patient type. 


Doctor Martine recognized the order when he heard himself 
addressed by rank. "Yes Sir" he snapped in reply. 


Doctor Martine looked at me and asked, "You remember me 
telling you about 'Amun's Horns’ that part of the 
hippocampus in the brain?" 


| did actually remember the hippo in my brain, smiled and 
said, "yeah". 


"Some people have a mutation in that area that somehow 
allows them to perceive, even experience, these dimensional 
rifts. You seem to have the most advanced mutation we've 
seen so far. That's why you were able to interface with the 
merged realities. Most people who do perceive the shifts 
them usually only sense shadow folks, or curtains of light, or 
smoky essences like rising fog. You, however, seem to be 
able to actually merge into and become part of the cross- 
over event. That is a unique evolution that we would like to 
know more about." Doctor Martine was beginning to sound 
like Doctor Frankenstein, again. 


My poor brain was beginning to hurt. | thought this wasn't 
fair at all. 


To dope up a kid on opium, morphine, and neurotoxin then 
stuff his little head with mystic sciences was asking too 
much. So when Doctor Martine asked again, "Now, do you 
understand?" | simply said, "Uh Huh". All | had really taken 
away from this is that | was a mutant the mad scientists 
wanted to study, to turn me into a guinea pig. Vincent Price 
with his "Mad doctor" portrayals was all | could piece 
together at this point. 


Dad decided to help out. "Just think Amun, how many 
mysteries we could solve. Missing persons, lost ships, 
explanations for forgotten cities, answers for how the 


pyramids were built, so many big and small questions could 
be resolved. Many of those mysteries might have been 
caused by merging universes in crossover events. With your 
mutation you could help us find, identify, and understand 
these things. Will you help?" My Dad had just asked for my 
help. 


My Dad had never asked me for help that | could remember. 
| was honored and touched. | felt bonding with my Dad anew 
and answered with my best John Wayne, "Affirmative". 


Colonel Branch was reading some papers in a folder when he 
came upon something of interest to him. "Doctor Martine, 
this report indicates that you found the same resonant 
isotopes in Sgt Adam's shirt during the post flight exam that 
you found in Amun's. Is that correct?" "Yes it is" replied the 
Doctor. "Does that mean that Sgt Adam crossed over at some 
point?" Colonel Branch queried. 


"That is one possible explanation", Doctor Martine shrugged. 
Colonel Branch acknowledged his shrug with "hmmm". 


"Major Miller, would you take over | want to take notes", 
Colonel Branch tapped his pen. "Of Course," Major Millers 
answer was almost pre-emptive, as if he anticipated the 
request. 


Yet again those words were teasing the moment. It was as if 
those words contained all the shared knowledge of the 
universe. Each time they had been spoken all within hearing 
understood the meaning even though each time the 
meaning had been different. It was like the words 
themselves didn't need to exist, and yet did. 


| was noticing a paradox. Without the words, only a common 
grunt or sound, would not convey the full meaning that the 
word combination did. | couldn't imagine any other way of 


communicating with any precision all the information that 
“of course" carried with it. 


XXIV: EVENTS 


Major Miller became the whole show. Dad sat with me paying 
attention. | sensed he was being protective. It was subtle the 
way he watched over me as the other grownups questioned 
me. | appreciated his personal concern. 


We still hadn't had our talk. | was starting to want a 
cheeseburger, at a burger stand somewhere outside of this 
room that seemed to be getting smaller. Major Miller drew 
the curtains closed again. Walked over and dimmed the 
lights then went to operate the slide projector himself. 


“Amun, I'm going to show you some artistic renderings of 
animals. Please let us know any of them look like something 
you've seen, OK?" 


Major Miller flipped on the projector and an image with six 
different birds on it. "That one!" | exclaimed recognizing the 
giant bird I'd seen. 


“Would you point to it with the pointer?" Major Miller 
requested. Colonel Branch handed the pointer across the 
table to me as | stepped up to the screen. 


| took it as if we'd been team members for years instead of 
seconds. | pointed to the third bird with the brilliant 
feathering. "Argentavis magnificens, Colonel" remarked 
Major Miller. 


"That could be interpreted as a firebird", the Colonel 
commented. 


The next slide showed six snakes, again | was able to 
identify one. | pointed to the one with the rainbow scales. 
"Wonambi naracoortensis, the 'Rainbow Serpent’, it's a 
water constrictor of giant proportions." Major Miller noted to 
the Colonel. 


"Is that thing big enough to endanger sea traffic, ships, subs 
or fishing fleets?" Colonel Branch directed his question to 
the Major but | answered, "Yes". The Colonel acknowledged 
my reply without questioning further, "| see". The colonel 
made a note in his notebook and looked up at the screen 
expecting a new picture. 


Quickly Major Miller switched to the next slide. Again six 
animals, this time great cats. | had no trouble picking out my 
lion from his raised powerful shoulders to his lowered 
haunch and great mane from the other cats which including 
a saber tooth cat. 


| used the pointer with my functioning left hand to point to 
the lion, "That's my lion". 


| pointed to the Saber Tooth Cat and mentioned, "I saw a fish 
with teeth like that". Major Miller said to the Colonel, "The 
lion is Panthera leo atrox also sometimes known as the 
American Cave lion, albeit inaccurately we're now 
suspecting. 


The fish Amun is describing sounds like a Saber-tooth 
Salmon or Smilodonichthys rastrosus." 


"Uh huh", the Colonel was sounding like a kid as he made 
notes. "What about the Bats?" the Colonel asked Major Miller 
who shut off the projector. 


Major Miller sooke as he drew open the drapes. Dad stepped 
over and raised the lights. | reminded myself to ask about 


the light fetish some other time. "The bats are very likely the 
giant vampire bats Desmodus stocki. If they have crossed 
into our Universe they would be very dangerous." Major 
Miller cautioned. 


Major Miller took a seat, "All those pictures were animals 
from the Pleistocene epoch. They've all been extinct for 
about 16,000 years.". The Major commented. 


"Analysis gentlemen, what does this mean to our current 
investigations?" Colonel Branch tapped his pen again. 


Lieutenant Horn was the first to respond, "We need to 
determine who or what have crossed over and if any of them 
made it out of the zone like Amun has." 


Major Miller stated, "With Amun's testimony | believe we can 
verify that the Argentavis magnificens ,and the Desmodus 
stocki have crossed over into our reality and do pose a 
threat." 


Colonel Branch challenged, "What collaborating events line 
up with Amun's report?" 


| wasn't aware that I'd made a report, but in hindsight | 
could see what he meant. Once again Dad wasn't "Dad" he 
was soldier, a Lieutenant making a report. A military officer 
"on duty" doing his job. | watched the exchange looking 
back forth to each speaker like a game of table tennis. 


Lieutenant Horn spoke up,"The audio analysis of the last 
message from the Air Force Super Constellation that crashed 
near Prescott a few days ago indicates the words from the 
cockpit are indeed Fire Bird not Fire Burn as the tower 
believed. That could only be the Argentavis magnificens. 
Radar last tracking showed it headed south toward the 
Amazon region." 


Colonel Branch asked matter of factly, "What about the 
Cougar, could it have crossed over and be out of our world?" 


"Yes Sir," Dad answered, "if it made into the Canyon before 
the event closed." 


Colonel Branch added, "so we're now looking for a Ghost 
cat?" 


"That is a very high probability. The cougar has escaped 
detection from air patrols and wildlife management since 
the first sighting. There is a very good chance that the 
cougar and Amun were already in the crossover event when 
they met in the desert." Lieutenant Horn surmised. 


Doctor Martine had something to say and raised his hand 
with his index finger up. The same signal that means "wait" 
every time I'd seen it lately. 


We all looked at the Doctor as he spoke, "We have a 
preliminary forensics report from Moscow concerning the 
Dyatlov Pass incident on February second of this year that 
would be consistent with an attack by a group of giant 
vampire bats like the Desmodus stocki. We're having a little 
trouble getting permission from Russia to send our own team 
to the site." 


Colonel Branch tapped his pen, "Wasn't that in the Ural 
Mountain region, part of the Balkans?" " 


Yes Sir," replied Doctor Martine. 


"I'll contact the State Department and see if we can't get at 
least a pair of researchers in the zone. It's the Ukraine for 
crying out loud, is Russia claiming all of Asia for itself?" 


We could all tell the last part of the Colonels statement was 
a rhetorical question that no one addressed, except me. 


"Isn't Russia our enemy?" | asked innocently. 


"Not exactly Amun", Dad answered, "They are more like 
competitors, an opposing team from another school, a rival." 


"Oh", | did understand and Dad knew it. I'd heard that 
Russia was the head of the "Communist threat" trying to 
infiltrate our country. 


| also Knew that the American Communist Party had a 
sizable membership in the USA. Walter Cronkite had made a 
whole report on it. 


| realized that the "enemy" was "communism" Russia was 
using instead of democracy. 


The USA was trying to "save Russia" by pushing it toward 
democracy but the Great Bear resisted, even changing it's 
name to be like ours. They were calling themselves the 
United Soviet Socialist Republic, USSR. In one sentence Dad 
had explained the "Cold War". 


| wasn't done asking stupid questions, after all they were 
talking about "my" bats and | was kinda interested in where 
they went, more importantly where they might be now. 


"Don't bats hibernate in the cold?" | asked revealing my vast 
ignorance of zoology. 


Doctor Martine answered, "We don't know if prehistoric bats 
hibernated. Science is still investigating the biology and 
history of hibernation. It appears to have evolved in animals 
because of the Ice Age but we can't pin down which animals, 
when or why hibernation first began, before, during or at the 
end of that age. It's very likely that the animals of the 
Pleistocene did not hibernate." 


Doctor Martine addressed the Colonel, "Actually, Colonel 
that was a very good question. If the bats migrated toward 
Siberia they would have crossed the North Pole where food 
would be scarce. That would mean that they would be very 
hungry capable of completely draining a body of blood. 


The victims of Dyatlov Pass were scattered away from the 
camp. It's not clear if they ran or were carried. It seems some 
of them were attempting to make it back to camp when they 
froze to death. All the victims had their blood drained from 
them we just can't tell from the Russian report if that was 
done post-mortem or not." 


Major Miller who did seem to have a large science 
understanding of animal biology added, "If the bats are in 
Siberia they may not survive the cold." Colonel Branch 
asked, "How did they survive the Ice Age?" Major Miller 
retorted, "They didn't, these bats aren't survivors of the Ice 
Age they are from the Ice Age". 


Colonel Branch summarized the meeting, "Gentlemen we 
have good evidence that an Argentavis magnificens and a 
group of Desmodus stocki have crossed over and still exist in 
our world. 


If the Saber-tooth Salmon and the Rainbow Serpent made it 
out to sea it may be awhile before we hear of anything to 
indicate they are here. Regardless, until that time neither of 
those are of our concern. We will keep watch for any reports 
worthy of further investigation. 


From what I've heard the Sea Serpent report of an attack on 
a submarine under tow in 1947 near the Bay of Biscay off 
northern Spain matches with a giant water constrictor attack 
like Amun has described." 


Lieutenant Horn completed the report, "That was the SS 
Ourang Medan, the crew claimed they saw a sea serpent 
coiled around the sub they were towing. The chain snapped 
before the serpent released the sub. We don't know why it 
attacked or why it released the sub." 


"| want a report from each specialist on the findings that 
Amun has brought us. Include your speculations, 
assumptions and evidence trail in those reports within 24 
hours. Is that understood?" Colonel Branch paused. 


"Yes Sir," came the unanimous assent except me, | just 
watched. 


"| will notify the National Advisory Committee for 
Aeronautics of what we suspect and let them vector the 
possible flight paths of our airborne crossovers. 


| intend to make a presentation to the Pentagon concerning 
what we've learned. It's possible that what we're 
investigating is a natural phenomena that has existed since 
the worlds been turning. 


We will need to review the ramifications of that in detail. 


Amun's experience shows that not only can people, animals 
and things crossover but entire land areas can crossover 
with or without the living things in that area. These 
crossovers can be both ways. 


If that turns out to be true this will be as important as the 
discovery of fire. Until further notice this information is 
"need to know" basis only. Is that understood?" Colonel 
Branch paused for response and again a unanimous "Yes Sir" 
came from the group. 


| hadn't been educated on proper protocol inside command 
headquarters so | asked my childish question, "What about 
my stuff?" My things had been classified as "evidence" 
repeatedly throughout the meeting. 


| remembered Mr. Burger, the district attorney on the Perry 
Mason show accusing the defense attorney of "withholding 
evidence". | didn't remember anyone ever getting their 
"evidence" back in any cop show I'd ever seen. It became 
clear that my stuff, now evidence, wasn't to be returned and 
| "needed to know" if | was right. 


Colonel Branch didn't answer me directly. He spoke to my 
Dad instead, "Lieutenant Horn your immediate assignment is 
to attend to our teammate Amun Horn. Answer all his 
questions as if he was a member of our team. Insure his 
training in protocols, privacy, and confidentiality. We will 
anticipate your assurance that Amun is a fully functioning 
and outfitted member of the OSI, see to his recruitment 
before returning him to his Mother and school duties. Is that 
understood?" 


Colonel Branch winked at me as if we were co-conspirators 
in a secret | hadn't quite been let in on yet. Dad responded 


with a grin, "Yes Sir". | took the grin to mean that Dad and | 
were finally about to soend some quality time together. 


Colonel Branch continued giving his orders,"Captain Martine 
what is your assessment on Amun's effects?" 


"Sir", began the good Doctor. | noted that the Colonel 
addressed Martine by his rank or his career depending on 
what he wanted from the Doctor. 


Doc seemed to have several hats he wore in his duties with 
the OSI. 


"All the items tested show signs of low radioactivity except 
the stone. We're calling the stone 'Amun's eye' for lack of 
more scientific classification until we can determine what it 
is. We'd like to retain everything for further research and 
attempt to correlate the radioactive signatures with those 
already known. 


If we can determine the rate of decay we can establish if it's 
from our universe or another with completely different 
natural paradigms." 


Doctor Martine's request didn't sound favorable to me 
getting my stuff back. 


"Sir," Major Miller interjected, "The stone, Amun's Eye..", the 
Major looked at the Doc for affirmation on the use of the 
term at which the Doc nodded. 


The Major continued, "..is one of a kind, unique, never 
known to this world before. That makes it an item of 
extremely high value and a security risk. It would be unwise 
to keep it. The government holding of the stone will draw 
attention to it and possibly be the key to exposing all our 
investigations to the public." 


Colonel Branch asked, "What do you suggest Major?" 


Major Miller answered quite seriously, "Sir, | believe that 
Amun has already demonstrated the ability to keep the 
stone secure and it would be to our advantage to allow him 
to continue doing so." 


Colonel Branch raised an eyebrow, "Captain are you 
suggesting that we turn over the rarest stone on Earth, from 
another dimension, more valuable than the Crown Jewels of 
England to a child for safekeeping against communist spies, 
reporters, thieves, muggers, vandals, curious educators and 
bullies on the playground?" the Colonels scathing sarcasm 
was obvious. 


Major Miller took it in stride, "Yes Sir, | am. Consider what 
Amun has already experienced. His rational approach to 
unbelievable events. His cool under fire. His heroic nature. 
He's survived several attacks from prehistoric animals, 
diplomatically interfaced with peoples of whom he had no 
common connection nor language. He has demonstrated all 
the inherent qualities one would expect from a Special Ops 
solider. He may be young, but he's got the right stuff, Sir." 


Colonel Branch tapped his pen, a sure sign he was 
considering the concept. He spoke one word, "Opinions". 


Dad spoke first, "Major Miller, with all due respect, this 
option could place my child in harms way unnecessarily." 


Doctor Martine added, "The boy is injured. He survived by 
grace, good luck and remarkable wits. His resilience is 
remarkable which could also have something to do with his 
genetics having been altered. That is something we don't 
know how to quantify at this time except through 
observational science. We should keep Amun for further 
research and study." 


| didn't like the sound of Doctor Martine's suggestion. My 
being turned into a guinea pig in any mad scientist 
laboratory was very unappealing. 


| rang in, "You can't keep me!" 


My childish resistance startled everyone. T 


he Colonel brushed it off, "Amun is right, we can't keep him 
against his will. He's a US citizen and entitled to all the 
rights and respect due any other citizen of our nation. 


Lieutenant Horn, proceed with Amun's recruitment and find 

me a resolution to the question of best manner to secure the 
stone. Report back to me before the end of day. | reserve my 
decision till then. This meeting is at a close. Dismissed." 


At once everyone stood including the Colonel. | stood 
because everyone else did. The Colonel pressed a button 
secluded under the table. A buzzer sounded and the double 
doors opened. A guard with an M-14 stood at either side of 
the open doors at attention. 


The Colonel blustered out the door. All of us stumbled out 
behind him. Once out of the conference room everyone 


dispersed back to their usual duties ,l presumed. 


| was Dad's assignment, me and Private Robin who was in 
attendance at the reception desk. As we passed the desk 
Dad paused to speak with the Private. 


"Private, do you have a copy of the Handbook on Protocol 
and Social Graces MIL-A4?" "Yes Sir", the private snapped 
back affirmatively. "Have you read that Manuel completely?" 
Dad pressed. "Yes Sir", Private Robin responded again. 


"| suggest you review and commit to memory the entire 
booklet. You will be quizzed and tested in 48 hours. Is that 
understood?" Dad's military manner stern and direct. 


Private Robin's pretty face drooped a little. She answered 
with feigned gusto, "Yes Sir.". 


"Carry on" Dad ordered calmly as we stepped away from the 
desk. 


| glanced over my shoulder to see her sit down obviously 
relieved that Dad was leaving. As glad as | was to see Dad, 
she was as happy to see him go. 


| gleaned that Dad must have something to do with training 
which might be why | was assigned to him. It could also 
have been just easy to assign a father to train his son, a 
matter of convenience. 


XXV: RECRUITMENT and the Village Idiot... 


We stepped out of the command headquarters into the 
bright light of a normal desert afternoon. 


"Are you hungry?" Dad asked. 

"Yeah", | concurred. 

"So am I, let's head to the mess hall, OK?" 
"OK", | agreed enthusiastically. 


We walked across the runway again toward the row of 
buildings where the Photo Lab and Med Bay were. | read 
some of the signs on the buildings. 


One of them was just "OPS". | wondered what OPS were. 
Another had the word "Logistics" , another building was 
labeled "Aeronautics", the one | wanted was right in front of 
us "Mess Hall". 


Dad and | blew in thru the double doors like a couple of old 
Cowboys just in from the range. 


There was one person in the Mess hall behind a long 
stainless steel counter. He was wearing a chef hat, long 
cooking bib and holding a mop. 


"Hey Gunny", shouted Dad as we entered. 


"You missed lunch Lieutenant" Gunny shot back only 
pausing a moment in his mopping to do so. 


"Anything left?" Dad asked hopefully. 


"Yeah, a little, still warm too. You want some?" Gunny leaned 
on his mop. "What is it?" Dad asked. "Friday special, Fish and 
Chips" Gunny answered. Dad turned to me, "How bout some 


fish and chips?" His smile almost got me to say yes, but I'd 
really had enough fish for awhile. | shook my head, "no". 


"Gunny, you got anything else for my son here?" Dad 
solicited the mess sergeant. 


| guessed he was a sergeant from the pin on his lapel that 
had stripes instead of bars. This person was like the Doctor 
and the Professor wearing their rank in a metal pin on the 
lapel. | also noted that each of them were wearing a sort of 
"lab coat". | made a connection that food services and lab 
study might not be so different after all. 


"That's your boy Austin?" the sergeant gushed abandoning 
all military protocol, "Why didn't you say so in the first 
place!" 


"Gunny this is Amun, my son. He's developed a recent 
aversion to fish, it seems" Dad looked down on me 
bemusedly. 


| read the name badge on Gunny's apron, "Odulf" as he 
spoke, "Hello Amun, I'm Sergeant Dietrich Odulf, Master 
Sergeant of the Mess.. my friends, " Gunny stared teasingly 
at my Dad while enunciating the word "friends", "call me 
Dutch". He thrust a big hand across the stainless counter for 
me to shake. 


His blonde hair was a bit tussled under the chef hat. He was 

big and muscled, barrel chested with thick blonde eyebrows, 
Square jaw and deep set blue eyes. My hand disappeared in 

his grip. 


| mimicked the chefs stare at Dad, "My friends call me Ray". 


"Alright, you two.. 1 get it." Dad laughed, Dutch and | 
laughed with him. 


Dad started over, "Hey Dutch, can we get some food". 
"Sure thing Austin," Dutch answered flippantly. 


"My friends", Dad enunciated the word, "call me Lieutenant”. 
Dad smiled like someone who had just won a checkers game. 


Dutch laughed, "Hah!, you don't have any friends 
Lieutenant" Dutch enunciated the word Lieutenant and the 
two of them laughed. | giggled a little. 


| knew Dutch was jibing Dad but | couldn't help but wonder 
if there was a truth in the kidding. Did Dad have any 
friends? Was Dutch a "friend", was |? 


Dutch asked me, "What would you like son, | could whip up a 
giant cheeseburger deluxe in a jiffy. How would that be?" 


"Oh God" | thought to myself, "was this man an Angel who 
knew my deepest secret desire?" The very thought of a 
cheeseburger actually appearing was akin to a religious 
experience to me. My body quivered in eager anticipation. 
The words that came out of my mouth surprised me, "with 
french fries?". 


| was shaking with the possibility of having both a 
cheeseburger and fries. 


"Sure, the fryer is still on anyway" Dutch smiled. His smile 
gleamed like a halo filling the room with it's generous glow. | 
almost fainted. Dad caught me and said comfortingly, 
“Maybe we should sit awhile". | nodded approval letting him 
guide me to the nearest chair. 


| heard the "whoosh" of the grill fire up. | remembered a 
similar sound from the fire pit when the Princess had 
achieved her chemical ignition. 


This time the smoldering sounds and scents of a big fat 
burger sizzling over an open fire tantalized my nostrils and 
my ears. It was an sensory experience equal to the finest 
chamber performance. 


"Would you like something to drink?" Dad asked casually. 


My greatest desire during my adventure had been 
cheeseburger, fries and a milkshake. My dream was coming 
true, dare | risk breaking the spell by asking for a complete 
fantasy. If | soeak the words does the dream suddenly end? 
Timidly | answered, "Yes, a milkshake?" My voice was so 
quiet | was surprised that Dad actually heard me. 


"Gunny, is there a milkshake back there?" Dad shouted over 
the concert of the frying burger. 


"Sure, no prob Chief.. Vanilla, Chocolate or Strawberry? and 
stop calling me Gunny, | don't do that anymore". Dutch 
threw back. 


Dad looked at me waiting for me to choose. "Strawberry?" | 
muttered. "Strawberry", Dad shouted at Dutch, "and stop 
calling me Chief, I'm not an Indian." 


Dutch and Dad chuckled at their mutual ribbings. | tugged 
on Dads sleeve and whispered to him, "I'm an Indian". | 
spoke like it was secret Dad should already know. Dad 
looked at me compassionately and whispered back, "You 
want Dutch calling you Chief?" | shrugged, only one arm 
moved. The Doc's neurotoxin was working. This time the 
shrug was both 'I don't know" and "I don't care". 


The expression that had been so clear with the Guardians 
now had a double meaning. Dad took it as "let's try it and 
find out". 


"Amun..er, " Dad paused and looked at me questioningly, 
"Ray, is Indian.. Apache, in fact. You can call him Chief." He 
shouted to Dutch. 


Dad looked at me with a half grin for approval. There was 
something special about Dad wanting my approval so | 
smiled and shrugged. The one armed shrug was an "I don't 
know", the smile was simply a tickling happiness of being 
with "friends". 


| heard the sounds of the frozen fries landing in the hot deep 
fryer oil. They sounded like a million little lighting bolts 
sizzling at a power plant. The scent of frying potatoes 
merged with the succulent aroma of fried burger. My 
digestive juices were in full array. 


My body was preparing itself to accept the impending gift 
from the gods. | heard the crunch and rip as Dutch tore off a 
chunk of fresh crisp lettuce. His cooking knife sliced a 
tomato with a "shlick" and "thump" as the blade cut thru the 
ripe red fruit into the wooden cutting board. | 


embraced each little sound, scent, every little action in the 
kitchen brought a renewed sense of awe. Dutch shuffled two 
plates from under the counter. Juggled them along with his 
spatula and warmed burger buns, as he prepared both 
plates without setting either of them down. 


It was an impressive circus act of the highest efficiency. 
Dutch tossed a deep fried breaded fish patty on one plate 
resting on his left arm. 


With his spatula he flipped off the grill two toasted bun 
halves then the burger patty on the other plate. He scooped 
up a slice of cheese near the tomato slices and slid it onto 
the bubbling burger patty. 


He must have pre-sliced the cheese while Dad and | had 
been whispering. Still balancing the plates on his left arm he 
set down the spatula, tossed lettuce on top of the melting 
cheese slice, stacked two tomato slices on the burger plate 
beside the buns. He then lifted the fries from the oil. The 
fries browned to a golden color glittered with fresh oil 
dripping off them as they breached from the bubbling 
depths of the fryer. 


Dutch dumped a mountain of hot potato sticks on each plate 
then headed toward us with the steaming repasts 


He placed the burger plate before me and the fish plate 
before Dad. 


| was So over ready for this that | couldn't "dive in" like | 
wanted. My tummy wasn't quite ready. | played with the 
lettuce and tomato methodically building a sandwich. There 
were condiments on the table, catsup, mustard, mayo, salt 
and pepper within easy reach. Also paper napkins in 
containers strategically placed on each table in the mess 
hall. 


"I'll be right back with that Milkshake", Dutch grinned as he 
darted back to the kitchen area. | heard the familiar sound of 
a milkshake machine over the sound of Dad shouting, "Hey, 
how come | got Fish. I'm not Catholic." Dutch shouted back, 
"| Know. You're a pain in the ass, a special religion. You still 
get fish on Friday" 


Dutch came over bearing the entire metal container fresh 
from the shake machine. It frothed with rosy foam of 
whipped strawberries, two long straws with only the tips 
making it above the lip of the container. He sat the half 
gallon container of delicious beverage before me. The scent 
of strawberries tickled my nose and my tummy was ready. | 
salted the fries quickly, slapped the bun on top of the burger 
and "dove in". 


| immersed myself into the divine experience of real food 
after so long. Dad chided Dutch, "Thanks a lot, Buddy". The 
humor in his voice unmistakable. "I don't get silverware?" 


Dutch turned back to the kitchen with a retort, "Nope, | 
gotta wash those. Shouldn't be a problem for a barbarian 
like you. You should learn from your kid how to eat with your 
hands." 


He was back in the kitchen either returning to his cleaning 
or preparing for the dinner crowd. | wasn't clear on which he 
was doing, maybe both. | didn't have enough kitchen 
experience to tell for sure. 


Dad spoke up, "This is Fish". He said it as if Dutch would 
know that it's difficult to pick up a hot boiling fish with ones 
bare hands. Dutch ignored his intended meaning and 
focused on just the words, "Yep, that's a fish. You are one 
sharp cookie, no wonder they made you an officer" Dutch's 
feigned admiration wasn't lost on Dad or |. | snickered 
almost sending milkshake thru my nose. 


Dad scowled in feigned offense, "What are you laughing at?" 
| didn't have to answer cause Dutch hollered, "Hey, I've got 
work to do. You wanna eat, then eat.. you wanna chat, come 
back later". 


Dad cautiously touched his fish with his fingers, "Yeah Yeah.. 
go ahead, work.. we'll just have to struggle along without 
you." Dad said that agreeably and teasingly at the same 
time. Dutch paid the tease no mind and focused on his work. 


It looked to me like he should have had some help back 
there. He was in three places at once most of the time, 
running back and forth a lot. | speculated that maybe that 
was Dutch's superpower. A power that enabled him to single 
handed feed an entire army. 


Dad and | focused on our meal. | made it thru half the burger 
and half the fries before feeling like | would burst. | was a 
grinning idiot with my hands on my belly making those 
moaning sounds of fulfilled gluttony. 


Dutch flew over asking, "You all done here?" He was 
scooping up the plates before we could groan out an answer. 


"Alright, you two.. get out, the dinner group is gonna start 
drifting in any minute and | ain't ready." Dutch's playful note 
mixed with serious advice. 


Dad countered in semi-serious, "Yeah, we'll clear out. Be 
warned, we'll be back" 


Dad and | waddled out together both of us tossing a thanks 
to Dutch on the way out. 


Dad suggested we go visit his office. | was somewhat 
surprised he had an office. | hadn't really given much 
thought to Dad's situation on this strange base. 


As we passed the "OPS" building and onto another building 
with the word "Operations" on the front. | was confused and 
asked Dad about it as we entered the Operations building. 


Dad answered without breaking step, "OPS is Office of 
Personnel Services" some place we'll visit later". 


Operations was a busy place with lots of uniformed people 
buzzing about tracking monitors, checking notes, flipping 
switches which made displays change. It reminded me of 
pictures I'd seen of Cape Canaveral. Everyone continued 
working as we passed unnoticed to a narrow hallway. The 
hall was lit by a row of small lights in the ceiling making it a 
bit dimmer than the main room. We hadn't gone far when 
Dad make a right turn thru a single door with me a step 
behind. Dad stood aside to let me past him then closed the 
door absent mindedly. 


The office was more like a richly furnished study. This was a 
place that Sherlock Holmes would appreciate. A large divan 
with high back and two matching red leather chairs graced 
the center of the studio. Along three walls were shelves, two 
filled with books of various sizes and ages. One filled with 
what could only be described as "artifacts" of ancient 
civilizations. There were a lot of those art items. They 
seemed to be things that should be in a museum 
somewhere. 


| let my eye wonder at the long red drapes covering a 
window | couldn't see until Dad drew the drapes and let light 
in. "Have a seat, make yourself comfortable" Dad suggest as 
light streamed into the room. The sun glanced off a very 
scientifically illustrated globe of the Earth. There was 
another globe of the Moon with far more detail on it than I'd 
ever seen before. 


| couldn't make out exactly what items were on the large 
vintage desk besides a rather complicated looking phone 
device. A desk pad. A quill and ink set . An idiosyncrasy of 
Dad's was hus odd fascination with pens of all kinds. | knew 


he preferred the ink and pen sets but | never understood 
why. 


| chose one of the big chairs which faced a presentation 
board on a tripod stand. Behind that was a geographical 
map of Arizona with details on the Grand Canyon. | 
wandered the map with my eye unable to pick out any detail 
that might be relevant to me. 


There was a large clean ashtray between the two chairs. Dad 
followed me to the chair opposite me and sat down. "I'll bet 
you've got a bunch of questions, right?" 


After all I'd been thru just today alone | really didn't have 
but one question, "Dad, what's going on? Where have you 
been? What's this all about? Can | go home now?" In my 
mind that was one question. 


Dad sighed a little, partly from relaxing after our huge lunch 
and preparing to answer my question. I'd seen him do that 
before he began a long soliloquy. It was a trait he was 
somewhat renown for that. It used to get me anxious to go 
out and play rather than listen. This time | was ready to hear 
whatever he had to Say. 


"First of all, I've had the communications office contact your 
Mom so she knows you're safe. That was one of the things | 
did while Doctor Martine was examining you. Your Mom 
understands, to a degree, what I've been doing for the past 
year. | hope | can explain it to you. Feel free to interrupt at 
any time if you have a question, OK?" He paused long 
enough for me to nod. | didn't say anything because | didn't 
want to stop him. | wanted to hear "his story" however he 
wanted to tell it. 


Dad explained how after basic training he had been 
recruited for Officer Candidate School and in 90 days had 


earned his officer commission. He told me he was the 
electronics expert on the team and in charge of personnel. 
He had volunteered for the new outfit that had been 
authorized by the Pentagon only a year before. 


He ran down how the team was a skeleton crew until they 
could evidence that the OSI served a purpose worthy of 
additional financing. Then he drifted off into politics, 


"| don't know how much you know about politics," Dad 
began, "there is always some politics involved in almost 
everything. Right now there are some who have accused the 
Office of Special Intelligence of having manufactured 
evidence of dimensional shifts and crossover events. 
Because of that we are about to change our name to Office 
of Special Investigation. The term intelligence makes us 
sound like a spy outfit which we are not. We are a classified 
operation and that has kept me very busy and unable to 
come to Parker like | anticipated. Do you understand?" | 
didn't really because | didn't want to believe that Dad's job 
was more important than his family. | shook my head 
sullenly, "no". 


Dad went on to explain that since it had been a new 
operation that all hands were working around the clock to 
bring it together. He explained how manipulations thru 
congress and the Secretary of Air Force had secured the 
Yucca Air Field for their new command base. The Army had 
agreed to vacate and let the Air Force take over. Dad 
attempted to define the massive effort of re-purposing a 
military installation to their needs. Most of the things him 
and his team had dealt with didn't interest me. It was 
"logistics" Dad said. | took his word for it. 


"Let's talk about you" Dad offered when he came up for air. 
"Your Mom has kept me appraised of your progress in school 
and scouts. | must say I'm impressed and sorry | haven't 
been there for you." "That's OK", | said although it was a lie. 


Too many "father and son days" had passed with the Scouts. 
The Scoutmaster usually stood in for Dad but after awhile it 
was just sad and | stopped appearing for award ceremonies. 
| still got my badges and ranks but they were delivered 
privately. 


"You heard Colonel Branch ask that you be recruited, right?" 
Dad quizzed. | affirmed that | had heard the Colonel. Dad 
wanted to know if | knew what that meant and | didn't, of 
course. 


"We don't have time right now to cover all the things you 
need to know so I'm going to keep it short. 


You have crossed over and back. That means you not only 
have the ability to perceive a dimensional rift but also to co- 
exist with it. That is a rare ability. 


It is necessary for our agency to recruit all those with skills 
in that area. We need all the witnesses we can get to 
compile the data needed to define the para-phenomena 
events we're charged with investigating. 


It's very difficult to quantify these events because reality 
actually changes. Sometimes it's small changes with no real 
effect on life as usual. Sometimes, like your experience, it's 
a big event that effects many people." Dad stopped to see if 
| was following. This time | was beginning to get what he was 
saying. | had to ask, "reality changes?" 


Dad took a breath, "Yes, thatfs correct. | know that sound 
preposterous which has made our job almost impossible 
until the evidence you brought with you showed that we're 
on the right track. We don't know much yet, but your 
pictures and items are like these on the shelf. You and your 
stuff are actually out of place artifacts. 


Let me tell you what we think happened to you, OK?" This 
time | could tell he was asking for my tolerance or patience 
since as a kid this was way too deep for me and | was fading 
fast. 


| was interested in what had happened to me and my 
friends. | listened quietly as he spoke. 


"You might think that it is a giant coincidence that your 
father is part of the team investigating a para-phenomenal 
event that you were part of, but, in fact it's not as unusual as 
it might appear. 


One of the signs that there has been a para-phenomenon is 
a series of consolidated coincidences within the active area. 
The bigger the event the more coincidences there are. We 
suspect that those coincidences are actually the universe 
recompiling itself to include or absorb the crossovers 
whether they be items, animals, or people or even places. 


You didn't travel time as it might appear, you were ina 
universe where the creatures of our Pleistocene epoch didn't 


go extinct. When you came out of the event horizon you 
actually have returned to a different world. 


We suspect that a new worlds are created from these events. 
In other words you and | are in a new reality altogether. In 
this reality your father is nearby and assigned to the team 
that investigates your experience. 


In the reality you came from there might not even be an OSI 
at all. 


We don't know if that universe still exists or not. 


We don't know for sure if you've returned to your original 
reality or to a new one. These are things we're trying to 
figure out. What we do know is that all the people that can 
perceive these events have an pronounced cornu ammonis 
in their hippocampus. 


We can detect the formation with a soft tissue X-ray we've 
recently developed. 


Many of the devices on this base are new developments that 
we hope can help us figure out how these things work. Are 
you following me?" Dad asked with a kind patronizing tone 
that this time | didn't mind. 


"We're going to need your help with this. If it makes you feel 
better you aren't the youngest perciever we've recruited. 
There is a Bulgarian 12 year old that was picked up by a 
tornado, like Dorothy in Oz but without the house. When she 
returned she was blind but has an uncanny ability to 
perceive impending para-phenomena. 


She's been very helpful with the tips she's provided. It's 
partly because of her and others that Russia is cooperative 
in our efforts. 


All the recruitment does is ask that if you perceive anything 
that you share that information with us first. Can you do 
that?" Dads tone was more of a command than a question. 


| felt that | could comply. I'd already had some practice 
keeping my adventure a secret from the Catholics and even 
the base itself until appropriate time to share. 


It seemed to me that sharing with just my Dad would keep 
my suspicions down. | expressed this condition to Dad and 
he smiled, "That'll be fine. I'll be your direct contact within 
the OSI. Promise that if you experience any more 
phenomena that you'll tell me first, OK?" 


This was starting to get interesting, "Yes sir" | chirped. Dad 
wanted an extra reassurance, "Scouts Honor?" | put up the 
Scout three finger salute and announced, "Scouts Honor". 


| felt proud of my Dad and me and the Scouts, for no real 
reason except that it all seemed to "come together" in this 
moment. 


| remembered what Dad had said about coincidences and 
wondered if my whole life had been recompiled for this 
moment to exist. 


"Very Good!" Dad swelled with a little pride himself. "Let's 
see about getting you outfitted before we visit the Colonel 
again." 


Dad stood inviting me to join him. | asked as | stood up, 
"What about my Scout uniform and patches? I'm going to 
need those before the next Scout meeting". Dad's answer 
was Satisfactory, "I'll have the OSI contact the Boy Scouts 
Administration to reissue your patches. We should be able to 
find you a new uniform at the Scout shop. Is there one in 


Parker?" | could tell Dad hadn't been in Parker very much if 
ever. " 


No, there's no shops in Parker besides the grocery store. We 
had to order it out of Phoenix." | answered. 


"Fine", Dad countered, "We'll get the shop in Phoenix to mail 
you a new one, OK?" | felt | was in some kind of negotiation 
so | upped the anty a bit. "What about the rest of my stuff, 
like my compass and camera?" Dad paused for a moment, "I 
don't recall a compass in your effects. Nevertheless, I'm your 
Dad, whatever you want we can get, just let me know what 
you need, OK?" | said "OK". "In fact," Dad walked over to his 
big regal desk and pulled opened a drawer, "Let me give you 
my camera." 


He pulled a box out and opened it for me to see. It had a 
small silver camera and a tiny cartridge of fresh film. It had a 
silver metallic wrist loop on one side. There were dials for 
shutter speed and F-stops on the top. "It's a Minox and uses 
the new sub-miniature 16mm cartridge film. If you use up 
the roll send it to the photo-lab here. The lab will develop 
the film, send you the pictures and a new cartridge of film, 
OK?" 


| liked the camera it was so futuristic and small. It looked 
pretty delicate compared to my old one but | imagined it 
took far better pictures. It even had a built in flash. | was 
delighted and gleefully said, "OK". 


"OK, good" said Dad as | closed the box and slipped it into 
my sling. "Now let's head over to OPS and get you a copy of 
Protocol and Social Graces MIL-A4, kinda a homework 
assignment to take with you. OK?" | was into "ok'ing" 
everything now. 


With my assent we strolled out the door the way we had 
come in. Dad held the door while | walked thru he then 
closed it behind him as if he did that a 100 times a day. 


Together we marched over to the OPS building. We flew in 
like two soldiers on a mission. Inside was a very pleasant 
reception area with a curved, almost hotel like reception 
counter. There was a lounge area and lot of pamphlets and 
brochures on military assistance, protocols, base map, desert 
wildlife reference charts, housing assignments, and other 
apparently useful information publications. 


A coffee pot sat half-full on a warming plate on a perfectly 
sized steel roll-away table with a 2 door cabinet underneath. 
Behind the counter was a nice collection of file cabinets and 
office machines including a Xerox duplicating machine. 


Two female Airmen in blue were working the phones and 
files as we blustered in. The Airman on the phone looked up 
at us as we entered nodded at us and held up one finger in 
the familiar "wait" signal. 


We stood at the counter waiting while watching the other 
Airman continue filing. There was nothing particularly 
distinctive about either of the girls. Both brunettes, the one 
doing the filing had standard issue military black rim 
glasses, the other had a pencil which she had put down to 
Signal us to wait. 


In amoment she hung up the phone, rose from her seat to 
address us, "What have we here Lieutenant, a new recruit?" 
Her sewn on name tag said, "Bettencourt". Dad instructed, 
"We'll need a complete workup, file, ID and a copy of 
Protocol and Social Graces MIL-A4" "No problem" Airman 
Bettencourt assured, "What your name?" She moved to a 
typewriter, slipped a form into the carriage and typed as | 


answered her questions. "Spell the name, please" she 
peered at the form. | spelled my name. The Airman noticed 
that Dad and | had the same last name, "any relation 
Lieutenant?" Dad explained that | was his son. The Airman 
purred, "Well, we'll have to try and get a good picture for the 
ID then." She smiled at Dad flirtatiously. Dad smiled back 
condescendingly. 


"Lieutenant, why don't you take a seat. This is going to take 
a minute.", Airman Bettencourt asked me without waiting for 
Dad's reply, "You don't need this big oaf standing over you, 
do you?" | looked at Dad and smiled. He shrugged and 
headed for a chair and a magazine, "I'll be right here." 


Airman Bettencourt asked several details, name, height and 
weight, birthday, eye color, hair color, religious preference 
and next of kin. She typed each answer onto the form. When 
she was done she pulled the card from the typewriter. The 
cylinder of the machine spun with a few rapid clicks. 


“Come with me", she ordered. | followed to a tray where she 
took my hand and rolled the fingers of my right hand on an 
ink pad then onto the card stock form. I'd had my 
fingerprints taken for the first time. | Knew what it was. 


Everyone knew the FBI was trying to get fingerprints of 
every citizen in the nation. | was pleased to be part of that 
great mission. 


We believed that if every citizen could be identified by their 
fingerprints ,even if they lost their ID, it would protect 
traveling Americans across the world in foreign ports. 
Airman Bettencourt waved the card in the air drying the ink. 


She examined it to make sure it wasn't smeared. She 
handed me the card and said, "Take this to the photo lab, 


they'll take your picture and print out an ID card for you." | 
took the card saying, "Thank You". 


| pranced back to Dad with the card. He looked up from his 
magazine, "all done?" "No, we gotta go to the Photo Lab" | 
stated. "Of course," Dad answered indicating he already 
knew that or expected it. 


Airman Bettencourt hollered after me, don't forget your 
manual. | turned back to her and she was waving a copy of 
Mil-A4 at me. | could see the military designation stamped 
on the blue cover from here. | jogged back snatched the 
copy, tossed the Airman my special disarming smile. She 
gave a half smile back. Dad was out of the chair awaiting my 
return. | caught up to him as Airman Bettencourt returned to 
her duties at the counter. Together we marched back to the 
Photo Lab. 


At the Photo lab Professor Estar was out front. My pictures, 
negatives and such had been removed. The light tables were 
bare, blank and dark. 


The Professor noticed us immediately, "Back already? What 
can | do for you boys?" "We need an ID card for Amun." Dad 
answered. 


"Alright, we'll need a photo." the Professor stated casually. 
“Amun would you go stand over there by the wall with the 
height marks, please." The wall was easy to find. It looked 
like one the Police might use for a line-up. There were 
painted footprints on the ground that indicated where my 
feet should be. | positioned myself accordingly and looked 
up expectantly. 


| wasn't disappointed. The professor turned a mounted 
camera toward me, adjusted the focus, said, "smile". | smiled 
the flash blinded me leaving little sparkling dots before my 


eyes. Like stars in the desert nite they faded quickly in the 
light of the lab. "Wait here, I'll be back in ten minutes", the 
Professor instructed us then darted into the darkroom. 


The lab was barren, sterile without any pictures to look at. It 
was also quiet, not even a radio. That's when it became a 
little clearer what Dad had tried to explain. 


| noticed in the silence of the room that | hadn't heard a 
radio or seen a Tv since I'd arrived. Maybe this wasn't the 
world I'd been used to. In the world | came from there was 
always a radio, Hi-fi, or Tv going somewhere. In the stores, 
elevators, doctor offices, school hallways..just about 
everywhere there was music playing. Not here, not on this 
base, not once so far had that routine part of my previous 
life been exhibited. 


| began to wonder if music was a part of this world. | asked 
Dad, "How's Elvis?" Dad raised an eyebrow. The question 
was a little "out of the blue" to him. He queried, "Elvis 
Presley?" "Yeah", | said flatly. "Funny you should ask", Dad 
answered soberly, "He's in the Army now and assigned to 
our team. He's a perciever. His mission is classified, perhaps 
you two will meet up some day." 


He smiled a dismissive smile that | interpreted to mean he 
hoped his answer was sufficient to forestall any further 
questioning. | was satisfied for the moment. If Elvis was still 
in this world then so was Rock n' Roll. To me that meant 
there was hope for this world and me. 


Dad and | chatted idly about music for a bit. Dad extolled 
the wonders of classic symphony while | defended the 
exciting drum beats and powerful vocals of Chuck Berry, Roy 
Orbison and Elvis. Dad cited Flight of the Valkyries and the 
1812 Overture as a counter to rock music. It was a light 


hearted meaningless debate that we'd crossed before. It was 
a fun amusing way to pass the few minutes before the light 
on the darkroom that had been glowing red went out. 
Professor Estar emerged from the room waving a small 
hermetically sealed card. "Here ya' go" the Professor 
extended the card over the counter for me to take. | 
bounced over took the card and looked at it. It was an ID 
card with USAF across the top. Under the big USAF letters 
were the words, "Office of Special Investigations". Below 
those words was the word, "Attache". 


My photo was on the left, my name, birthdate, blood type, 
and a blank box labeled "religion". The card also had my 
right thumbprint, the date and "authorized by". There was 
Colonel Branches authorized signature. | wasn't sure how 
they did that unless Colonel Branch signed all the cards in 
advance. 


| flipped the card over. On the backside were instructions, "if 
this card is found please contact the USAF". The card 
included phone numbers. The mailing address was to Luke 
AFB in Phoenix. At the bottom was the notation, "in case of 
emergency call.." with an 800 number. | said thanks to 
Professor Estar then hopped over to Dad and showed him 
the card. "It's official, you're now an operating member of 
our team." 


Dad looked at the card then asked Professor Estar, "This says 
Investigation not Intelligence, when did the order come 
down?" 


"| don't really know, OPS sent these over last week and said 
that all new ID cards should be printed on these." Professor 
replied apologetically. 


Dad handed me back the card, "Take good care of that card. 
You might be the first member of the Office of Special 
Investigation" he laughed. 


"Let's go see the Colonel, we're running out of daylight 
here." Dad prompted. | slipped the card into the cargo 
pocket on my pants and hopped in line behind Dad as we 
marched out the door, across the runway again and into 
Command Headquarters. 


Airman Robin was still on duty. Dad stepped up to the 
counter, "We're to see Colonel Branch". "Yes Sir," answered 
the Airman. She pressed an intercom button, waited fora 
gruff, "Yes" from the Colonel. "Lieutenant Horn and son are 
here to see you." "Send them in" the gruff voice from the 
box barked then "click", the box went silent. Airman Robin 
was about to speak when Dad interrupted, "We heard, 
thanks". "Come on" Dad began, "meeting with the Colonel is 
the last step, are you ready?" | didn't know how much more 
ready | could be so |! said, "Yeah". 


We strutted down the hallway. No guards this time. We 
walked past the conference room doors to the next door 
behind it. There Dad stopped and beat on the door twice. 
"Enter", we heard barked from the other side. Dad opened 
the door, stepped in smartly, faced the Colonel with a salute, 
"Lieutenant Horn reporting as ordered, Sir". "It's after 1700 
hours Lieutenant. | though you were ordered to report in 
before the end of shift." the Colonel returned Dad's salute. 
"Yes Sir", Dad said while dropping his salute. "There's a 
discrepancy in the issued ID card." | noticed Dad didn't 
respond to the Colonels reprimand but changed the subject. 


"What's the problem, Lieutenant?" the Colonel let the 
tardiness slip by without further ado. Dad explained that my 
card had "investigation" instead of "intelligence". 


"That is a non-issue at this time. We're expecting the official 
word that our name has changed any moment now. We felt it 
was wise to be prepared." the Colonel looked directly at me. 


"That's a good idea isn't it ,Eagle Scout Amun?" the Colonel 
was soliciting my support. "Yes sir", | gave a snappy military 
response. My perky answer pleased the Colonel and he 
almost smiled. 


"Have you ever been tardy, Amun" asked the Colonel 
pleasantly. "Yes sir," | answered a little more subdued. "Well, 
don't let it bother you much. There are things in life more 
important than being on time" the Colonel turned to Dad, 
"isn't that right, Lieutenant?" Dad imitated me with his, "Yes 
Sir". 


The Colonel wasn't quite done, "Very good, now that we've 
covered that," the Colonel said quietly then abruptly 
bellowed, "but if you're ever late to my office again I'll have 
you drawn and quartered! Is that understood?" 


"Yes Sir," Dad bellowed back. | just stood there. The Colonel 
looked at me, "That was for you too, son, Do you 
understand?" "Yes sir", | imitated a salute to emphasize that 
| was "in the game". The Colonel spoke in measured tone 
"You don't have to salute me son. I"m sure your father will fill 
you in on military etiquette. Right Lieutenant?" "Yes Sir" Dad 
concurred. 


We weren't invited to sit. The Colonel parked himself on his 
desk as he spoke, "This is going to be a quick meeting, 
Twilight Zone comes on at 6 tonight. | like that show, give 
me ideas sometimes, so | don't want to be late." 


| felt comforted with that statement. There is Tv in this world 
and at least one of my favorite shows. The Colonel spoke to 
me as if Dad wasnft' in the room anymore, 


“Amun do you understand that you've been recruited as an 
Attache to the Office of Special Investigations, and as such 
are bound by regulation and law to keep what you have 
seen and learned here a secret from all, including your 
friends, teachers, counselors, religious leaders and even 
your Mom?" 


"Yes Sir," | answered as officially sounding as | could. 


The Colonel turned to my Dad, "Lieutenant Horn, do you 
verify and vouch for the ability and integrity of this recruit to 
comply with these orders?" 


"Yes Sir, |do" Dad sounded sincere. | felt a twinge of pride in 
my Dad and in me. 


"In that case, Welcome aboard Amun," Colonel Branch rose 
from the desk and extended his hand in a congratulatory 
handshake. 


His voice got quieter and more personal. "Amun, I've got a 
special assignment for you should you choose to accept it. | 
would like you to take charge of the stone you've brought 
back allowing no one else to access it until such time as we 
can determine if it has any use to the Air Force, OSI or our 
Nation. Due to circumstances brought to my attention Major 
Millers suggestion to allow you to continue being the 
guardian of the stone seems the wisest course at this time. | 
can't order you to take on this potentially hazardous duty 
but | am convinced, for the time being, that you are capable 
of carrying out this mission. Be informed that if you accept 
this mission | will expect you to return to my office for 
further evaluation every three months until further notice. 
What say you?" 


| paused to ponder. The Colonel waited patiently and silently 
not even tapping his pen. | looked at Dad for a hint at what | 


should do. Dad didn't look that pleased with the idea but 
remained silent. 


| felt important, needed, a part of the team and an 
assurance that | would see Dad at least every three months 
sounded good. The Colonel looked at his watch. | 
remembered my missing watch and the Colonels excitement 
about time and punctuality. | said, "| don't have a watch" 


The Colonel looked askance at Dad then back at me. 
"Lieutenant, have a team chronograph issued to Attache 
Horn based on his acceptance of the mission". The Colonel 
addressed me again with a tone of finality, "Will you accept 
the mission?" "Yes Sir," | agreed. "Very Good," the Colonel's 
catch phrase,"! hereby order the release of the stone known 
as 'Amun's Eye" to Attache Horn for safekeeping until 
further notice. Lieutenant, see to it my orders are complied 
with then get this boy home to his Mother. Is that 
understood?" "Yes Sir" Dad answered. The Colonel then 
casually announced, "This meeting is concluded. My show 
starts in 20 minutes, dismissed." Dad saluted, | did not, the 
Colonel returned the salute and led us to the door. 


As we stepped out the Colonel locked the door behind him. 
He walked past Dad and | saying, "Lieutenant, get him home 
tonight. | will see you in the morning" "Yes Sir" Dad 
answered reflexively. 


Dad let out a breath as the Colonel got a couple steps ahead 
of us. Dad spoke to me as we strode quickly, "If I'm going to 
get you home tonight with the rock and a watch we need to 
hustle!" We dashed over to OPS virtually crashed thru the 
double doors. The lights inside were down. Airman 
Bettencourt had her purse in her hand and appeared about 
ready to leave. "It's after hours, Sir" the Airman prodded. "| 
need a team chronograph issued to Attache Horn now. That's 


an order Airman" Dad's tone didn't leave room for dissent. 
"Yes Sir" Airman Bettencourt assented. 


She went to a drawer, produced a key to unlock it from her 
uniform. She withdrew a small box with USAF stamped on 
the top. The box was Air Force Blue. She slid it across the 
counter with one hand while withdrawing a card from a file 
drawer with other, "Sign on the dotted line at the bottom". | 
found a pen on the counter and scribbled my name along 
the dotted line with my untrained left hand. Airman 
Bettencourt took the card and placed it on her desk. 


"Lets go", Dad hurried me. | snagged the watch, putting it 
also in the sling. "I'll see you in the morning Airman", Dad 
tossed at Airman Bettencourt as we jogged out the door. | 
heard her "Yes sir" as the doors closed. 


"Can you jog" Dad asked once we were outside. Apparently 
he didn't realize that | already was just to keep up with his 
military stride. "Yes sir", | was developing the habit of "yes 
sir'ing" by assimilation. Dad took off in a easy stride for him 
that was almost a full run for me. | hadn't felt any pain since 
the opium/morphine cocktail but the shoulder did bounce 
some as we ran along. 


| was pretty sure that Doctor Martine would not approve of 
this exercise. We ran along the flight line toward the 
buildings | hadn't been able to read before. We stopped at 
the second one that read, "Forensics Lab". 


"Wait here", Dad ordered yanked open the door and stepped 
in. | could hear the exchange thru the door. "Lieutenant 
Horn", a male voice addressed Dad, "We were expecting you. 
Colonel Branch called down and told us to wait.. He voice 
authorized the release of ‘Amuns Eye' to Attache Amun 
Horn. Is the Attache with you, Sir?" "Yes he is", Dad replied. 


"Would you ask him to step inside, please." the voice 
requested. 


"Of course," | heard Dad say just a second before the door 
opened. Dad waved me in, "come in" he said. | stepped in 
the door. A burly fella groused behind a secure cage like a 
small jail cell. The entry way of this place was stark. The 
whole place reminded me of an old west jail like I'd seen in 
Gunsmoke. The burly fella's sewn on badge said, "Stone". He 
was undoubtedly an Army Sergeant of some time in grade. 
I'd guess him in his fifty's, about the same age as the 
Colonel. He was stout with a stern face, dark bushy 
eyebrows and brown hair, "Let me see your ID". | stepped 
forward and presented my new OSI ID. He looked at it, back 
at me then "harrumphed". Sgt Stone shoved a 3x5 card with 
the typewritten words "Amun's Eye" on it. "Sign anywhere 
on the card", instructed the Sgt rolling a pen out thru his 
barred window. | signed just under the typed words. Sgt 
Stone took the card, stamped it with a date stamp and put 
the card in a file. He then picked up my stone from the desk 
in front of him. "Your rock, sir" said Sgt Stone as he pushed it 
out the window to me. "Thank You", | said politely. Sgt Stone 
retorted, "Don't thank me, thank Colonel Branch. If he 
hadn't called I'd have been in my quarters an hour ago." 


"Lets go, we still gotta get a pilot to fly you home", Dad 
tugged on my shirt. | shoved the stone in my left pocket as 
we flew out the door and ran into Sgt Adam, literally. Sgt 
Adam was just outside the door as we threw the door open. 
We almost knocked him down. 


We all recovered quickly. Sgt Adam explained, "Major Miller 
has assigned me to fly Ray home. I've got the Cessna 
warmed up if he's ready to go." 


Dad looked at me, "Are you ready to go home, son?" | 
nodded confident that | would definitely see him in three 
months, if not sooner. | had my orders, too. 


"Alright then", Dad gave me a big hug and whispered in my 
ear, "| love you". That felt good, little tears of happiness 
welled up but | fought them back. | hugged Dad back and 
whispered, "I love you too". We stood erect recovering our 
demeanor for Sgt Adams benefit. 


Dad snapped to attention and gave me a salute. | mimicked 
him and saluted back. We both smiled from ear to ear. Dad 
said, "I'll see you soon". | said, "OK" and Sgt Adam said, 
“Lets go". 


Sgt Adam's military stride had lost none of it's ground 
gobbling pace during the day. 


The sun was just beginning to go down. We'd be flying in 
Twilight. | kept up as best | could with the good Sergeant. In 
short order we stepped up to a single engine plane with 
overhead wings. The Sergeant guided me to the passenger 
side opened the door lifted me up and placed me in the seat. 
| think he forgot for a moment that | was a living boy and not 
just cargo. 


He fastened the four point harness over my chest and under 
my slung arm. "It's not that far to Parker, we'll be in the air 
in a few minutes and landing in about thirty", Sgt Adam 
spoke as if explaining to a superior officer. | mimicked the 
Colonel, "Very Good Sergeant". Sgt Adam smiled as he 
dashed around the tail of the plane to hop in the pilot seat 
beside me. He fastened his harness. Flipped a few switches 
on the dash, one marked "magneto", another "ignition" and 
another labeled "master". He pumped a plunger type device 
on the left, pulled the choke out half-way, turned the key 


and pressed the "start" lever. He held the lever for a bit 
while the prop turned until the engine caught. He revved 
the engine a bit by pulling the throttle knob. He pushed the 
choke in, pulled the throttle up and released the brakes. We 
taxied down the runway. The plane was already lined up on 
the runway picking up speed while he worked the throttle. 


Like Sgt Adam promised in moments | felt the plane lift off 
and gravity fall away fora moment. Apparently, we had 
clearance from the tower. | looked back as we lifted off and 
Saw the tower was dark. There wasn't anyone in the tower. 
They weren't using it. With the few planes | saw, perhaps 
tower control was unnecessary. 


We rose steady and smooth into the setting sun. A glowing 
orange filled the windscreen as the long rays of light cast 
our shadow on the retreating Earth. We had no sooner 
gotten airborne, still climbing when Sgt Adam revved the 
engine and tilted us toward the South. The view was 
breathtaking as | could see the expanse of the desert laid 
out before me. | recalled walking across that barren 
landscape a lone boy trying to survive. 


We kept rising as the memories of my adventure crossed my 
mind. | watched the ground seeking any sign of the Princess 
or her lion, of a trail they might have walked. | saw nothing 
that gave a clue to their whereabouts. We did spot the 
fissure I'd found the lost kingdom in and noted a collection 
of tents and vehicles nearby. | asked Sgt Adam if he knew 
who the vehicles belonged to. 


The good Sergeant shouted over the planes engine,"It's our 
team and a handful of scientists. | heard they did find your 
cliff dwelling and are investigating. If we learn anything I'm 


sure your Dad will inform you." Sgt Adam's explanation was 
satisfactory, some one was looking. 


To me, the knowledge that someone was looking was 
enough. | remembered not knowing if | was being searched 
for or not. | wished there was a way to let the guardians 
know that we were looking. | also remembered that at no 
time during my adventure did | hear the sound of aircraft. 


| also hadn't heard why no one had found me for so long. In 
all the excitement I'd forgotten to ask and no one had 
volunteered. | made a note to ask Mom about that when | 
Saw her again. 


The seat held me well, the drone of planes engine kept us 
from indulging in idle conversation. | let my thoughts 
wander while watching the land race under the plane. | 
pondered on what I'd heard about "cross overs". | knew | had 
"come back" to this reality, new or otherwise, it was familiar 
in most ways. It had been revealed to me that the bird and 
the bats had come to this reality. 


The great bat that had carried me out of the cavern had 
crashed into the river. Did it survive? Was it washed out to 
sea or eaten by Saber Tooth Salmon? Did the Saber Tooth 
Salmon cross over into this world, we might never know 
unless some fishing boat caught one. 


What other creatures and people may have crossed over 
throughout history? Maybe these events could explain some 
missing people. Maybe they crossed over and never 
returned. Maybe my Princess and her great cat were still in 
their world and | would never see them again. | was sure that 
if the snake had made it to this world that reports of a sea- 
serpent would be all over the news. Maybe it was! | hadn't 
heard the news from any source since my "return". 


The whole concept of a entire universe re-configuring itself 
to accommodate a crossover event was "mind blowing". 


There were so many things that could explain. The ax I'd 
seen embedded in fossilized stone, the human footprints 
side by side with dinosaur prints, miles of underground 
constructs with no people and no history, maybe even the 
mystery of the Sphinx. What if the Sphinx had been just a 
tribute to the giant lions of that time, 16,000 years ago? 


| had experienced a world where the creatures of the 
Pleistocene epoch had not gone extinct so long ago but were 
going extinct this very minute in that world. 


All the creatures I'd seen were the "last of their kind" 
according to Smoky. As yet | had no explanation for 
"Smoky", what it was, where it came from and are there any 
in this world? What could it have been? Was it an illusion, a 
creature, a spirit? There were some Japanese fairy tales that 
told of "smoke demons" called "Enenra". Was it possible that 
an entity like that exists in that world and this one? Was 
Smoky aware of both worlds, of crossovers, of dimensional 
rifts? 


| made a note to ask the next "Smoky", if | ever met another 
one. 


| realized | had a thousand questions that | hadn't thought of 
or asked, yet. | remembered my determination to upgrade 
my knowledge of everything. 


We flew past Lake Havasu with it's deep blue still waters 
reflecting the red sky. The colors merged giving the lake a 
rich purple color. There was no one at the campsite that | 
could see. From this altitude, about 2,000 feet if | read the 


gauge correctly, | should be able to see a car or evena 
person. The camp was vacant, the Catholics had gone back 
to their Parish, | guessed. 


Suddenly a black cloud rose toward us swirling as it climbed. 
| gasped to realize it was bats, a lot of little normal bats. 
They parted before the planes wake, scattered and vanished 
into the dim light. Sgt Adam didn't even change course. He 
flipped some switches and the outside lights of the plane 
came on. "Bats," shouted Sgt Adam, "happens all the time, 
no worry" | looked over at him like he had lost his mind. | 
thought "worry" was an appropriate thing since the last time 
| saw a bunch of little bats there were some big ones | hadn't 
seen. 


Sgt Adam didn't understand my look but added, "This plane 
must sound like a horde of insects to them, it does to me." 
he chuckled and adjusted the prop pitch a bit making the 
plane a little quieter. 


| was about to examine my new watch but | could see the 
tiny town of Parker with it's evening streetlights just coming 
on. The plane began it's descent. | wondered where we were 
going to land since Parker doesn't have an airport. | hoped 
that Mom would meet me there wherever it was. | didn't 
know what the future would be in the next few minutes or in 
the years ahead of me. The one thing | was sure of is that | 
was going home, and that was good enough for now. 


Fint' 


